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Afound Town. 


The publication in a couple of local papers of 
a scandal referring to Prince George, whose 
nuptials were recently celebrated in London, 
may have been a mistake, but it seems to mea 
portion of the well defined policy of inserting 
anything, no matter how improper, so long as it 
is sensational. I happened to be in old London 
when the Duke of Clarence was about to es- 
pouse Princess May of Teck. A Radical weekly 
which had a very large sale throughout England 
published a filthy story involving the Princess 
and her present husband, while at the same 
time putting the Duke of Clarence in a very un- 
pleasant and second-rate position. A friend of 
mine in London who is a very great Radical and 
the publisher of many radical things, got hold 
of an early copy of the paper and tore it into 
shreds, refusing to let me see what had angered 
him. The Smiths, who distribute the greater 
, part of the newspapers in England, sent back 
seventy thousand copies of the journal in 
question and declined to further exhibit them 
on their news-stands. It almost ruined the 
paper, and yet the story was not very much 
more improper than the one published by the 
News and the World, This simply shows the 
point to which we have been educated down. 
Even the Radical section of England stamped 
out the story which recent events have 
proved untrue, The publication of the first 
story to which I refer was an advent- 
urous lie, and it was of such a character that 
it should have warned imitators to be careful. 
The Radical paper in question might by using 
the wires in half a day have found its falsity, 
and because they did not do so but dared to 
perpetrate a falsehood they deserved the ruin 
they met. I give this trifle of experience to 
show how the English public regard the pub- 
lication of low-down canards. The Canadian 
public should resist the intrusion into their 
home life of all such stories. Any prolific liar 
can produce tales of a similar kind. When 
Prince George was in Montreal low libelers 
used him as a text, but unfortunately for them 
they were punished. Unfortunately for us, the 
purveyors of the same sort of literature while 
Prince George is out of the country escape. 


** 

The Twelfth of July and the three hundred 
and third anniversary of the Battle of the 
Boyne was grand enough to suit the most 
ardent Protestants. The numbers and the 
uniforms made the occasion memorable. Opin- 
ions may be opposed as to the wisdom of cele- 
brating this event in a country so remote from 
the original disturbance, but perhaps we should 
be glad that any principle is so vigorously kept 
alive in a country where principle is habitually 
sacrificed to expediency. The bitterest thought 
connected with it is that of the too frequent 
sacrifice of Protestant principles to politics. 
However, we must not forget that others 
principles have been sacrificed, that others 
than Orangemen have been forgetful of 
the meaning of their vow. Not being 
an Orangeman I cannot say what the vow 
is, but I cannot but feel respect for the im- 
pulses which have made a body so numer- 
ous, so ardent, so influential. The great share 
that they have in public esteem must have its 
foundation in something that a large number of 
the people desire. The fact still remains that I 
would prefer to see these men, young and old, 
numbered as they are by the thousand, parad- 
ing on behalf of the principles of to day, 
dominating as they should the questions which 
are to be settled when next we meet at the 
polls, rather than glorifying a battle which de- 
cided once and for all time a principle that we 
all insist shall no longer be held in dispute. 
Sometimes by adhering to old problems we for- 
get, ignore and practically defeat present 
questions. Is not this true of Orangeism ? 
The reason for the establishment of the order 
was found in the North of Ireland and the ag- 
gression of Roman Catholicism there. If we 
are to have anything of the sort let it be Cana- 
dian, We have fights of our own; we have 
Boyne waters to cross and walls of Derry to 
defend. By being too retrospective we forget 
what we have to do. Wearinga uniform or 
displaying a sash may be a very heroic thing, 
but it seems out of place when we forget to 
display the emblems of similar principles on 
voting day right here in Canada. I had some- 
thing to say about men who have made their 
mark as professional Orangemen. Did not those 
who read the article in question feel doubly 
convinced of its truth when they saw men 
who every day have a chance of say- 
ing something for the principles of the 
order, yet who are silent all the year round and 
hope to make their mark on the immortal 
Twelfth by wearing a badge and walking 
through the streets? It is our daily walk and 
conversation, not an annual exhibition to 
which we must look for the establishment of 
principles, for the supremacy of an idea. 


se 

With all due respect to the order, I humbly 
submit that the enthusiasm be distributed 
over the other three hundred and sixty-four 
days; that the talk be coupled with convincing 
proofs of sincerity ; that the vows be not con- 
fined to lodges and parade days; that the 
public declaration of principles be on every 
day; that the open bible and the public con- 
science be emancipated in this year of grace 
one thousand eight hundred and ninety-three 
from party demagoguery and the leadership of 
small men. When truth and sincerity are 
made the basis of public sentiment we shall 
demand the realization of principles which are 
now celobrated as having been established in 
the past but which are forgotten in the present. 


. = 
Toronto has the blues. Talking about blues, 
I suppose we all have this indefinite but 
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depressing disease ; it is usually a mixture of 
biliousness, ill-temper and cloudy weather. 
This time of the year is particularly favorable 
to dejection of spirits and the cultivation of 
fanciful complaints. By reference to the dic- 
tionary I have learned that the dog-days begin 
in the latter part of July and last till Septem- 
ber cools the air. When Sirius, alias the Dog 
Star, rises and sets with the sun, we are all 
apt to be very “ sirius " when we think of our 
taxes and the evils that maycrush us, It is 
very foolish to let this feeling dominate us, for 
the brightest dawn it has been alleged comes 
after the darkest night. 
oe 

I was never more impressed with the dog- 
day feeling of Toronto than at the sale in the 
rotunda of the Board of Trade last Tuesday, 
when the estates of men who were once sup- 


overtalking the question ; we are too far away 
from election day to need the text and iteration 
of things which have been said, and much 
better said, weeks ago, The issue before the 
people is well understood. It is a matter 
of public taste and convenience, not of 
morality or religion, and everyone knows 
whether his or her convenience will be 
furthered by a proper system of trans- 
portation on Sunday. The howler and the 
prowler have had their day ; the issue has been 
long enough before the people to result in a 
calm and deliberate opinion. If the World 
had kept still a year ago last January, Mr. 
E, B. Osler would have been mayor and many 
evils would have been avoided. It forced the 
issue at a time when there was a much greater 
question before the people. This year it had 
sense enough to fight against the matter being 


posed to be wealthy were offered and sacrificed | decided at the mayoralty election in January 


at public competition. 
and the sales suggestive of hard times, but the 
conversation of some of the men who have 
least to fear was disheartening in the extreme. 
I shall not deny that there are disheartening 
features in connecsion with business, particu- 
lariy where one’s business is mixed up with 
real estate transactions. We were as unrea- 
sonably hopeful during our boom as we are ab- 
surdly despondent now. At that time we were 


| 


willing to buy and able to sell at prices ridicu- | street car question in January. 


The bidding was slow | next, for all the moral specialists and sabba- 


tarians would have come out to support an- 
other pin-headed and pretentious person. The 
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dozen times in these columns, that our 
affectation of puritanism has done Toronto 
more harm than all the bad mayors and corrupt 
councils which have afflicted us. The parson 
and the priest pay no taxes and yet they make 
more noise municipally than even the saloon- 
keeper, who pays taxes three or four times 
over. The tavern-keeper pays a license, he is 
assessed politically, has to donate something 
towards the License Victuallers’ Association, 
is scoffed at and abused, and yet he is damned 
in the pulpit and oppressed by his party if he 
has anything to say about municipal politics. 
The parsons and the churches in which they 
do business contribute no taxes, and yet 
we are never relieved from their everlasting 
song of how to conduct public business. 
I believe that those who contribute to the pub- 
ile funds are those who should manage them ; 
those who pay taxes should be left alone in 
their management of public affairs. If our 
law makers were not a miserable lot of pand- 
erers we would tax the property which is now 


temperance plebiscite will perhaps evolve a! exempt, and if some of these men who con- 


similar mayor next year ; it certainly would not 
be politic to have too many morality ques- 
tions before the people when they are sufter- 
ing from lack of attention to financial issues. 
It is quite amusing to observe the Mayor's 
anxiety to have his old friends rallied by a 
However, this 


lously high ; now men of means Icok askance | complication has been avoided, and anxious as 


tribute nothing to the public purse had to pay 
higher assessments they would not be so ready 
in offe ring advice, the taking of which has cost 
this city millions of money. Toronto is all 


| right, or will be when it has learned the 


lesson that there is nobody who knows 
less about managing public affairs than 
idealists. They live on fixed salaries, some 
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at properties which are offered at half their 
value. 


I think if we could find the reason for the long ! differ, as being bigots and self-seekere. 


continuance of this “‘ tired feeling” we might 
find a remedy. There must bea sarsaparilla 
somewhere in Gilead for people who have been 
over-sanguine. Had E, B. Osler been elected 
mayor a year ago last January contentment in- 
stead of suspicion would characterize public 
opinion. We shall never have a return of pub- 
lic confidence until our civic affairs are admini 
stered by a man in whom the people trust, 
and they will never trust anyone but a business 
man. We have had two recent experiments of 
local preachers as civic administrators, and 
they have been the most distinct and awful fail- 
ures conceivable. No bank ever survived arun 
because its directors were pious or pretended 
to be; no city can hope to be prosperous unless 
efficiently managed. One good feature of the 
whole business is that already newspapers 
capable of doing much good have turned their 
attention towards the reformation of our civic 
management, 
Per 

I care very little whether we have Sunday 
street cars or not, except as an indication that 
we are trying to make the city attractive and 
inhabitable. If the World continues to pry 
into the pantries of parsonages, out of sheer 
disgust and more with a view of rebuking the 
World than of booming sabbatarianism, the 
Sunday street car measure may be defeated. 
This city has no desire to approve the methods 
of a Paul Pry who glues his ears to kitchen 
keyholes and applies his eye to the uncurtained 
window. In order to make the Rev. Dr. 
Langtry appear as he is, inconsistent and 
noisily selfish, the chief daily of a more liberal 
Sunday has groveled somewhat in the dirt, 
and there are people who may hate to acknow!l- 
edge it as an associate. Furthermore, it is 


I am to see our blue Sunday with some redeem- 
ing features in it I am certainly not prepared 
to denounce clergymen and laity with whom I 
I can 
honestly confess that I think they are more 
selfish in their opposition than the friends of 
Sunday street cars are in promotion of the 
idea. But moderation is the only hope of those 
who are anxious to see the remnants of the 
sabbatarianism of the Mosaic period laid away. 

In the old times they used to put to death 
those who broke the Sabbath ; the Mosaic law 
clearly defines the penalty as being extirpa- 
tion. Iam quite willing to have the law en- 
forced, for it would be the self-righteous who 
would be certain to suffer most. Iam willing 
to do nothing on Sunday ; in fact, I am willing 
to do nothing during the entire three hundred 
and sixty-five and a quarter days of each and 
every year if the community will be kind 
enough to provide me with some way of mak- 
ing my daily bread and obtaining nightly 


shelter without exertion. 


It seems odd that’ those who make their 
living on Sunday should be most con- 
cerned in preventing other people from 
working, or moving about, or enjoying any fea- 
ture of life which is not accompanied by the 
taking up of the collection. However, it is very 
immaterial; life is short and trouble pretty 
general, and as we neither attract people into 
this world nor drive them out of it, because we 
curtail the pleasures of being alive it is per- 
haps well that we take a severe view of things 
and add to the penalties of being descended 
from Adam. The unfortunate feature of it is, 
however, that all cities do not promise to make 
their homes and streets the training-school of 
asceticiam, and the people go to live and 
spend their money in the pleasanter spots. 
I do not feel afraid to state, as I have stated a 


of them, poor fellows, on miserably small 
salaries; they know no more about how to 
make the city prosperous in acommercial sense 
than Ido about raising the debt off a church or 
leading people up to the penitent bench. Just 
now they are making scoffers by the score, 
yea, by the thousand ! 


*e 


No one who takes any pride in his craft 
can look with anything but distaste on the 
interviewing of the serving-women who cook 
for the parsons, yet it is with a divided disgust 
that we see revelations showing how far from 
overpowering is the interest felt by some of 
the clergy forthe souls of those who prepare 
their dinners. What will the end be of all this 
miserable discussion, if it be not contempt for 
the cloth and disbelief in the professions of the 
super-good / 

I started in to talk about how blue To- 
ronto is feeling. We are suffering from 
an overdose of trustfulness, yet disheart- 
ening suspicions and loud complaints, are 
not the cures that we should seek. To- 
rooto will never be anything but a great 
city. It will always be a big city and land will 
be worth a great deal of money, and it will be 
worth more when as individuals we manage 
our own business a little better and put a stop 
to village politics. We will be more prosper- 
ous, too, when the newspapers instead of tag- 
ging around after small men and hankering 
for the distinction of having promoted the 
election of those who should have been 
defeated, are loyal to the place in which we 
live and less given to hunting for ad- 
vertisements. There is no beauty or pros 
perity in the tone of the press of Toronto. 
The things of which we have a right to boast 
are never mentioned ; it is an everlasting nag- 
ging and fault-finding, an interminable inter- 
ference and belittling of everybody and every- 
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thing. Asawriterina weekly paper I may be 
permitted to ask if from this time out during 
this year of grace we had not better unite in 
doing our best to abstain from defaming To- 
ronto any more. If by joint endeavor those 
who have an interest in this city can obtain a 
better municipal government, or at least a 
government by a larger variety of men, we 
will have accomplished something, I imagine 
the present occupants of elective civic positions 
do not require to be buried any deeper than 
they have buried themselves. What we need 
most to avoid is the burial of the city itself in 
& grave which should be occupied by men who 
have contributed to our misfortunes by being 
born. We do not need to wreck the city to 
kill them ; they are dead. 
oe 
From Tasmania the publishers of SA1 URDAY 
NIGHT have received one of the handsomest 
orders evergiven from that colony forChristmas 
publications, It is the result of the Canadian- 
A ustralian line of steamers, a very gratifying 
testimonial to the high art and good printing 
of our SatuRDAY Nicut Christmas Number, 
- 
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Editor Saturday Night. 

Drak £1R,— Last year there was an attempt made by 
some ¢ f the reace:s of Sarurpay Nieut to establish a club 
to send tome cf the Freth Air children for a week or two to 
those kind farmers whose hearts and homes alike were open 
theee stifling summer days tothe needs of a1 ffering little 
ones . 

The suggestion I believe was made by Jim, upon reading 
® story published in your paper about a litile namesake cf 
his who gathered and sold wild flowere, etc , to enable him 
to send one or more children to the country for afew weeke. 

Would it not be appropriate ana fitting to name this The 
Clover Club? I have not seen any contributions epecially 
mentioned in Saturpay Nienr thie year for this purpose, 
and should like to give this most deserving object a fresh 
start. Enclosed please find for SarurpAy Niaiit's Fresh Air 
Clover Club, 35. Bank CLBRk. 

Fresh Air Fund : 

Previously acknowledged $29 
Machinist .... 1 00 
Usual.... 1 
Bank Clerk 5 


00 
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The Cruise of the Scow Jane. 


The relation of one man to another is an in- 
definite sort of a thing. The world does not 
know the ‘“‘one man,” nor does either the 
world or the “‘one man” particularly care to 
know the “other” or evince much interest in 
what becomes of him. It is only when the 
““one man” becomes individually responsible 
for the happiness or misery of the “ other man ” 
that he is made to feel his responsibility or use 
his ability to be entertaining. There is al- 
ways the awful possibility that the ‘‘one man” 
may refuse to be entertaining and the “ other 
man” may insist on being sulky or indifferent, 
or actually display pi ejudices against the “ one 
man.” If the ordinary man were aware of how 
his peculiarities are canvassed by those who 
would like to be good to him, he would be care- 
ful to conceal his knobs and projections. As 
the majority of people do not belong to clubs 
or those social circles which do the inviting 
end organizing, it might be well for them to 
know the arguments that are used for and 
against the admission of any particular indi 
vidual. The best talent of any organization is 
employed in inviting and rejecting the people 
who are to be admitted or refused the privilege 
of an excursion, or fishing party, or hunting 
expedition, or anything of that sort. 


. 
* * 


We will imagine a clubof adozen people. They 
become associated by reason of common instincts 
and pursuits, and have become acceptable to 
one another on account of a certain cosmopolit- 
anism which is the product of being something 
a good deal and for quite a long while. When 
they begin to invite their friends, however, the 
‘*something” becomes indefinite, the ‘* good 
deal” ceases to have a time limit or an exertion 
boundary, and ‘‘ for quite a long while” means 
nothing atall. I would rather be dead than 
invite a good friend of mine into a fishing 
or hunting party long organized, setin its ways 
and notional as to its membership. He might 
be a good friend of mine all right but I should 
be cautious in risking him as a probable friend 
of six or adozen people. We all ought to be 
cautious how we thrust the friend who is an 
accident or a growth upon the company of men 
who had no share in the accident and have not 
participated in the growth. The only one we 
can feel sure of at all is the cosmopolitan per 
son. Cosmopolitanism is really nothing except 
the knack of reducing oneself to unobjection 
able proportions. Speaking of reducing re- 
minds me that no man can enlarge in a select 
party ; he must always reduce, keep himself 
within the most reasonable lines of his reputa- 
tion and of his ability. I know nothing so 
suggestive of the social necessities of the in- 
dividual man as the well watched proprieties 
of a camping party. 

While the world is large and every man 
feels that his own ambitions are worthy 
and that even his selfishness is excus- 
able, we have no time or place to decide on 
the merits of an ambition or of a glar 
ing selfishness. Reduve the world, however, 
to six or a dczen people, isolate them in a camp 
or on a house-boat, and the individual 
selfishness, the lack of regard for the 
feelings, desires and rights of others, becomes 
acrime. I think in this way we can best judge 
what we ought to do in this world. It is in 
these limited relationships that we find our 
proper position and the proportion that we can 
expect to obtain of the public ear and of the 
general confidence. A man may be very enter- 
taining at his own fireside and yet as opposed 
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to half a dozen vivacious fellows who can be 
more amusing than he is, there is nothing left 
for him but to shrink and to branch out asa 
cook, or a thoughtful friend, or a good fisher- 
man, or an expert sho‘, or something else. The 
man who imagines that he is an awfully funny 
fellow and by some chance is inserted into a 
party, should take an early opportunity of 
rediscovering himself and be only that 
thing which the limited community demands 
and will accept. 


er 

I am not moralizinz after one experience, but 
after many. By raason of having many ac- 
quaintances I have had many experiences as 
the stranger in hunting and fishing and explor- 
ing expeditions, and when I speak of my own 
ex erience I do it with the full confession of 
the weaknesses which experience leads me to 
seek to subdue. 

es 

Really it is a serious matter for a fishing, 
hunting or exploring club to invite guests. 
Every man feels confident that the person he 
proposes is all right, yet the balance of them 
cannot be refrained from canvassing him as a 
crank. Ina this great big world the crank has 
a place. Limit the community to the siz> of a 
military tent or a house-boat, and the crank is 
a dreadful person. 

* 
* * 

In spite of all these restrictions naturally set 
upon an invitation, I recently became the 
guest of a club which for many years has 
fished and hunted over the waters and shores 
of Georgian Bay. Their organization had taken 
anew shape. A house-boat had been engaged, 
and into the sacred circle of this grand organi- 
z ition of liars, fishermen and shots I came as 
an extraneous and probably deleterious sub- 
stance. I felt that I had to be homogeneous 
no matter what happened, and from the very 
beginning I was prepared to be as big a liar as 
anyone within the radius which had attracted 
some of the leading and most beautiful falsi- 
fiers in their individual lines. The man who is 
unprepared to lie bas no business in a company 
of joyful liars. My associates pronounced me 
the most exceptionally well equipped novice 
they had found. Within a day I could insert 
heavy lead sinkers into bass before having them 
weighed ; I could bear witness to wonderful 
fish that we did not land but which we had 
hooked ; I saw deer, moose, elk, and all sorts 
of game on the shore; if a man had seen a 
ghost I could have testified to it, and in this 
way I endeavored to become unobjectionable. 
I cannot speak of the success I achieved, only 
on general principles I know that I was one of 
the finest witnesses they ever had in the camp. 
I cannot see very far, and until I get a knife 
and fork I am not particularly expert in deter- 
mining the variety or size of the fish. With 
these few preliminary explanations may I now 
have the pleasure of introducing the captain of 
the Scow Jane. The Jane is not registered in 
Lloyd’s as Al or otherwise. She was once 
known as the Ark, though there are no docu- 
ments to prove that she was identical with the 
craft with which Noah was connected, but 
there is circumstantial evidence, and the crew 
are willing to go back to a period anterior to 
which the memory of man runneth not. The 
Scow Jane is a house-boat, designed for the 
accommodation of eight people but capable of 
sleeping eighteen—if the crew is friendly. The 
pit which keeps her aflivat is designed after 
the fashion of the ordinary scow, of rakish 
style, long slender lines, clipper built square 
at both ends, and is armed with a ten-ton re- 
frigerator. Oa top of this is built a house with 
mosquito bars, cook’s galley, dining-room and 
other modern improvements. She is towed to 
her destination by a tug, anchored to a tree, 
and the fizet of boats which is towed behind 
her furnish the means of excursion for the 
guests. The S:ow Jane hada fine crew—six 
boatmen, a cook and a waiter. There were 
eleven people who were looking for fishing and 
amusement, and I decline to say that we did 
not have it, for I never before saw eleven 
people on pleasure bent more unanimous in 
their decisions as to what was best not todo 
or at greater unity as to what they should have 
to eat. 

The first evening we were out we elec‘ed our 
officers, and each log will be found to read as 
fo'lows : | 

Captain Beatific, R N., commander of the 
Scow Jane, plying between Penetanguishene, 
Minor’s Bay and all intermediate ports. This 
gentleman had a reserve force as a fisherman, 
boxer and sport unrivaled by any of the com- 
pany, and consequently was acceptable as the 
chief. 

Prince Arthur was purser, and his first 
official act before we lefc home for the season 
was sending out the following circular with a 
list of names on the back of it, which for ob- 
vious reasons will no‘ be given : 

Our Club will leave U sion Station on Friday, 16 h, at 5 20 
p m., for Penetang. 

DONT FORUBT YOUR 
Soap and Tov ele, 
Tooth Brush, 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


* Yes, sir,” could be relied upon as a part-of the 
programme. 

Baptiste was thecook. I think he interested 
me more than anything I have seen since I 
stood before the cage of a chimpanzee in 
the London Zoological Gardens. To watch 
him in the kitchen cleaning raisins. for 
our diurnal rice pudding reminded me 


more of the missing link than anything 
except an illustrated copy of Darwin’s 
works. All the tonsorial assistance that Bap- 


tiste could give to this resemblance was pro 
vided. He wore bushy side-whiskers, a long 
and cleanly shaven upper lip, small twink- 
ling eyes, and a white apron which naturally 
enough concealed the humanity of his shape. 
Baptiste never talked; he was always busy, 
polite, and sat picking his raisins or beans 
with as pleased a smile as a mother chimpanzee 
ever wore when combing the hair of her young. 

The six boatmen were all French-Canadians. 
They brought no change of raiment with them 
and slept in straw in a tent erected on terra 
firma. Without exception they were will- 
ing and hard-working fellows and took a 
commendable pride in the catch of their boat, I 
never knew a man who rowed fishermen about 
who did not think he knew all the good places, 
nor did Iever know one who really knew a 
good place from a bad one. Usually the serv- 
ing-man and brother insists on taking you to 
the most barren spots and yields to your sug- 
gestion that it doesn’t look like a good place 
with the resignation which an expert has a 
right to show when the amateur endeavors to 
give him directions. Theordinary boatman seems 
to prefer torow out in the middle of the lake 
and put in his hours of labor discouraging the 
angler. In the presence of a man who knows 
the good places and insists on having his 
directions followed, he becom3s a really valu- 
able assistant ; otherwise, except as a means of 
avoiding blistered hands, he is of no use. 

Don. 








Social and Personal. 


The Lieutenant-Governor has returned from 
Chicago. Mr. Arthur Kirkpatrick and Miss 


Kirkpatrick are visiting friends in Muskoka. 
* 





Society events have been few and far be- 
tween this week: several informal dinners to 
the passing visitors of note who have spent on 
an average twenty-four hours in Toronto, im- 
promptu luncheons when the halt was fora 
lesser space of time, picnics and water par- 
ties, and on the cooler evenings a few half- 
hearted dance and ice cream parties. Itisa 
weariness of spirit to the society editor, this 
lull between the seasons, but to the woman 
soul within her it is such a blessed holiday. 
No more efforts of memory touching viewx rose, 
eau de nile and cadet blue tints; instead the 
free and easy cream: and navy blue flannels 
of the island and lakeside resorts, the 
crisp white and faint-tinted muslins and 
delaines of the city lawns, the cow-breakfast 
hats and the lace-wreathed chip som- 
breros that one can twist into a new kink 
every day. Talking of that reminds me 
of a fashionable lady’s fun the other day. She 
and her latest swain came in from a stroll 
down King street, and the pretty woman, 
whose crowning beauty is her golden hair, 
tossed off one of Stitt's most bewildering 
chapeaux on the veranda lounge, whereupon 
the love-stricken swain promptly and inad- 
vertently sat down on it. Fortunately for 
him, the hat pins didn’t run into him, but the 
hat, ciel / it wasa wreck. He took it up peni- 
tently, in abject despair, and stammered his 
apologies as he essayed to straighten it out. 
Madame sprang to her feet. ‘‘ Don’t touch 
it!" she cried. ‘‘ It is a new style, and so chic 
and pretty bent like that. Thank you so much 
for sitting on it!” And she wears the hat 
with its new kinks and looks a picture in it ! 

* 


A pleasant dance was given by a number of 
young people at Center Island on Friday even- 
ing. 


A quiet wedding took plac3 at 17 Winchester 
street on Tuesday, when Lieutenant R. C. Le- 
Vesconte, Q. O. R., and Miss Margaret Ross, 
second daughter of Mr. William Ross, were 
married. Mr. and Mrs. LeVesconte have gone 
to Europe on a three months’ wedding trip. 


a 
The Lieutenant-Governor of Manitoba and 
Mrs, Schultz, who have been visiting Mr. J. C, 
Kemp, 33 St. Vincent street, left for Ottawa on 
Saturday night. 


Mr, F. W. Jackson, a former resident of Tor- 
onto and now in business in South America, 
has come to Canada for the summer, This 
gentleman was one of the most energetic push- 
ers of the Athletic Club scheme, and was 
pleased to see that the club will soon be an ac- 
complished fact. Mr. Jackson has a banana 
plantation in the South. 


Mr. Christopher Robiason and family are 
summering at O-illia. 


Mr. W. B. Taylor of 30 Spadina avenue is at 





Handkerchiefs, 

Hair Bruap, 

Two Pair of S oke, 
Rubber Shoes, 

Tobaceo and Pipes, 

Old 8 ippers, 

Pygamas, or Flannel Night S airt, 
Fishing Rods, Reels, etc., 
Waterproof Coat, 

Moe tito Net (for head) 
Pair old Kid Gloves, 
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A French Canadian named Narcisse was 
chief waiter and had charge of the bcat and 
the men. The peculiarity of this serving-man 
was that when any of us shouted out * Narcisse,” 
a reply ‘‘ Yes, sir” would come from some- 
where. He might be on the other side of the 
island or the other side of the lake, but I don’t 
think anyone ever called out ‘‘ Narcisse” without 
hearing “‘ Yes, sir.” He was tall and unlovely 
to look upon and had most conspicuous patches 
on his trowsers, and when he waited on you at 
the table he had the unconventional habit of 
punching you in the back before enquiring 
what you would have. I don’t think anyone 
found heart to rebuke him, for his intentions 
were honorable and he seemed to think it was 
the proper thing to do. Early in the morning 
or late at night the tall, ungainly figure of 
Nareiase with his old hat and faded eyes and 


present enjoying acruise on Lake Oatario in 
his, pleasure yacht, the Psyche. 


Mrs. Colin Postlethwaite and little daughter, 
of Tranby avenue, are spending the summer at 
Orillia. 


+ 

Mr. W. A. Baird, the Misses Gilbert, Mrs. T. 
Bryer, Miss Georgie Bryer, Mr. and Mrs. 
James Watt, Miss Watt, Miss Mary Watt, 
Mr. James Watt, junior, Mrs, T. Chessbrough, 
Miss E. Shepherd of Toronto, Mr. and Mrs, 
Edward B. Leary of Rochester, N. Y., Mr. and 
Mrs. W. H. and Miss Maggie Heagley of Dan- 
das, are guests at Milford Bay, Muskoka. 


Mrs. John Strachan and two daughters, of 
Hazelton avenue, are spending the summer at 
Cherry Island on the Ss’, Lawrence. 


Mrs. George Harman and family, Mrs. C. C. 
Baines and family, and Mrs. A. H. Wright 
and family are spending the summer at Hotel 
Chautauqua, Niagara-on-the-Lake. 


Miss Levanche McCabe of Spadina avenue is 
at Apfelhoff, the charming summer residence 
of the family on the shore of Lake Ontario. 
She will on her return visit the World's Fair. 


The following have registered at Peninsular 
Park Hotel during the week : Mr. and Mrs. D. 
O. Hill and son of Chicago, Il.; Mr. and Mrs. 



































Crawford and Miss Carrie Switzer of St. 
Louis, Mo.; Mr. and Mrs. Geo. W. Kiely, Mr. 
and Mrs. A. J. Russell Snow and family, Mrs. 
M. Cohen and daughter, Mr. and Mrs. A. D. 
Langmuir and family, Mr. Robert McClain, 
Mrs. M. McConnell and family, Mrs. Wm. 
MacCulloch and family of Toronto. 


Mrs. Hope of Harbord street is spending her 
holiiays at her old hom>, Napanee and Kings- 


ton. 4 . 


Mr, J. C. Hamilton, accompanied by Miss 
Hamilton, left for the Columbian Exposition, 
Manitoba and Fort William last Tuesday. 

* 


Miss Nena Hamilton of Elmira, N.Y., and 
Master Eiward Hamilton of Princeton College 
are enjoying a month’s visit with their aunt, 
Mrs. Hamilton, at Glen Lodge, Rosedale. 


Mr. E. D. Wheelock, of the firm of Jacobs & 
Co., Chicago, spent a few days visiting friends 
in Toronto on his way from the Endeavor Con- 


vention. 
7 


Mr. Frank and Misses Lilly and Annie 
Stanley of 13 Oxford street left for Chicago on 
July 3 to visit their brother, Mr. Charles 
Stanley, and at the same time to do the 
World's Fair. ‘ 


Miss Alice Harvey of Hamilton is visiting 
her sister, Mrs, W. A. Child, Jameson avenue, 
Parkdale. 


Mr. G. W. Johnson of Upper Canada College, 
and Mrs. Johnson, left for Chicago on Satur- 
day morning last. Afcer taking in the Fair 
they will finish the holidays in Muskoka, 

7 


Mrs. H. W. and Miss Nellie Blackburn of 
Charles street leave this week for Port Sand- 
field. Muskoka, 


Miss Chrissie Steen is spending a few weeks 
in Berlin. 


Mrs. Samuel May and Miss May, ac:om- 
panied by Misses McArthur and Croft, left last 
Tuesday on a prolonged visit to Muskoka, mak- 
ing Port Sandfleld their headquarters. 


- 


Rev. J. H. and Mrs, Starr, Miss Morgan, Mr. 
and Mrs, F. W. Chapman, Miss M. Draisy, Mr. 
and Mrs. M. McEvoy, Miss Rose of Toronto, 
Mr. and Mrs. S. E. B2nnett of San Francisco, 
Cal., Mr. H. S. Fagia, Mr. Chas, E. Knaul, Mr. M. 
Knaul and wife, Miss Cora Knaul, Miss Stella 
Knaul and Mr. B. W. Gale, wife and child, of 
Cincinnati, O1i0, are guests at Hotel Chautau- 
qua, Niagara on-the-Lake. 

* 


A very enjoyable outing was given up the 
Humber river on Saturday afternoon last by 
Mr. Tom Christie and Mr. Bob Easson. The 
party was chaperoned by Mrs. Jack Walker 
and Mrs. Percy Horrocks. Among those in- 
vited were: Misses Morton, Ellis, Baird, 
Wylie, Flaws, Christie, McLean, McMurtry, 
Easson, Grant, Matthews,Crawford, McDermid, 
Leslie, Ross, Birchall, S:anlon, Hague, Nairn, 
Hatton, Michie, McDougall, Evy, Livingston, 
Hughes, K. Peters of London, Mackenzie of 
Sarnia and E, Snetzinger of Moulinette, and 
Messrs. J. H. Walker, P. J. M. Horrocks, Eoy, 
McLean, McCord, Wills, Martin, Reid, A, 
Christie, Hood, Godden, Watt, Bolter, Robin- 
son, Baird, Sherris, Bremner, Scanlon, Hedley, 
Ballantyne, Johnson, Patterson, Michie, Leslie, 
Livingston, Douglas and Von Cramer of St. 
Catharines, 


Hon. John Baverley Robinson, Mr. C. J. 
Campbell, Mr. C. V. Saelgrove, Mr. C. A. B. 
Brown, Mr. W. S. Alley, Mr. Justice Rose, Mrs, 
Rose, Misses Wynne and C, Rose, Mr. Hagh 
Rose, Mrs, Elliot and maid, Mr. and Mrs. G. W. 
Kiely, Mr. D. Beli, Mrs. E. A. Smart, Miss 
Smart, Miss Lillie Smart, Master Worts Smart, 
Mrs. S, Platt of Toronto, Mr. A. W. Barnard of 
Hamilton, Mrs. Hart, son and daughter, of 
Cincinnati, O.; Mr. and Mrs. Jamieson of 
Cieveland, O., and Mr. and Mrs. Stull of 
Rochester, N.Y., are registered at the Pene- 
tanguishene summer resort. 

At a late meeting of the council of the Cana- 
dian Institute fourteen essays on The Rectifi- 
cation of Parliament, some of large propor- 
tions, were received and opened. They are 
sent pursuant to the notice of that body offer- 
ing a prize for the best, most appropriate and 
practical scheme. All approved as to form will 
be submitted to learned persons to adjudicate 
thereon. 


. 

The little bird announced that several society 
folks were busy brushing up their Spanish 
when the caravels were expected. A clever 
young member of our volunteer mess has 
donated to the bird a result of his studies in 
the following rhy mes : 

CHATRAUX BN ESPAGNE, 
I've a very strong suspicion, 
That the birth, rank and position 
Of the chaps on board the caravels are not all that they 
That they’re merely masquerading, { Jaim, 
Or, tn other words, they're trading (Spain. 
Oa the kudos of Columbus, who I s'pose did come from 


One would naturally su ppose, 

That these Spanish Hidaigos 

Would put on no end of “swagger” when they anchored 
That they’d pose as ultra-clannish, {ia the bay. 
And jabber naught but Spanieh, 

For instance, * '‘ Buenos dias,” instead of j ust ‘‘ Good day.’ 


So when the “ vice” began, 

To boom his littie plan, 

I underwent at once a course of ‘Spanish at a glance.” 
And I th »ught I'd make a hit, 

And astonish folks a bit, 

With my knowledge of the | snguage, if I only got » chance. 


Now I might have been contented, 

When formally presented 

To the captain of the Pinta if he had only said, 
+ Pasa v. por qi,” 

Or | ‘Como esta v.?" 

Or even smiled and murmured, * ‘ Tiene v. sed!” 


But when I said | “ Estoy muy 

Satisf echo,” | 1#t to see 

It he would show some signs of being charmed, 

He only blinked his eyes, 

With very much surprise, 

And whispered to the mate, ‘' Well, I'll be darned |" 
Maxweit Dasw 

+ Come this way. { How are you? 

| I am delighted. 

. 


* Good morning. 
“| Ase you thirsty’ 


One of the most brilliant receptions imagin- 
able was given to the Rev. Dr. Sutherland (in- 
coming pastor of the Central Methodist 
church) and family by Mr. W. E. H, Massey, 
Jarvis streer, on Monday evening, July 3. 
The grounds were beautifully illuminated by 




























Dress Fabrics 


prompt attention. 





electricity, while the tables on the lawn were 

laden with delicacies of the season. A delight- 

ful evening was spent and much enjoyed by all. 
* 


Miss Catherine H. Spence, of South Austra- 
lia, isa guestof Dr. George Stewart of 99 College 
street. The lady is on her way to the World's 
Fair as a correspondent of the London Times. 

7 


Mr. Harold Jarvis, the celebrated tenor of 
Detroft, will spend his holidays in Toronto and 
vicinity. 


- Miss Nora Clench, the Canadian violinist, is 
meeting with great success with her recitals in 
London, Eng. On June 27 she gave a recital 
which was under the patronage of the Marquis 
and Marchioness of Lorne, Madame Albani, 
and other notables. Miss Clench will leave for 
Canada in the latter part of August and begin 
her Canadian tour in October. 


A farewell address was presented to Lord 
and Lady Derby last Saturday by the Common 
Council at Ottawa. The address is in the 
form of an album of twelve pages and is a per- 
fect work of art; on the last page is a beautiful 
pen and ink drawing of the Parliament build- 
ings. 


4 , 

Mrs. T. R. Clougher and her mother, Mrs. 
Adams, left for British Columbia last Wednes- 
day. 


* 

The Princess Pierre de Caraman Chimay 
wore at the Duchesse de Gramont’s ball recent - 
ly a lovely gown trimmed with orchids, her 
bouquet b2ing a mass of those lovely flowers. 
The Princess was Miss Ward of Toronto. 


Prof. and Mrs. W. H. Meek have left the 
city for a Western trip and will return in 
September, when they will make their head- 


quarters here, . 


Mrs. Harry C. Biette of Church street is 
visiting friends in Brampton. 
a 


Lieut. Davison, of the Queen's Own, who 
was so badly injured on May 24, is rapidly pro- 
gressing at Grace Hospital. 

* 


Mr. John Cosgrave, late of Toronto, is very 
ill in Chicago. 


Mr. J. G. 
Preston. 


Beard left on Wednesday for 


On Thursday afternoon, July 6, Mr. George 
Gooderham took Lisut.-Governor and Mrs. 
Schultz and a party of ladies and gentlemen 
for a cruise around the lake in his superb 
yacht Oviole. The party was alarge one anda 
very pleasant afternoon was spent. 

. 


The Spanish caravels arrived at the World’s 
Fair grounds on Friday, July 7. 
* 


The monthly devotional meeting of the King’s 
Daughters was held in Grace Hospital on Mon. 
day, July 3. This circle, called the Heaveniy 
Healers, is composed of many of the nurses 
with lady sup2rintendent, housekeeper and 
some outside members. Since moving into the 
new building the circle has been the means of 
securing a King’s Daughters room with four 
cots for children and a free bed for a King’s 
Daughter. 


Miss Joussaye, the president of the Woman's 
Protective Association, is shortly going out to 
the North-West as a special newspaper corres- 
pondent. 


Mr. and Mrs. Henry Gooderham left last 
Tuesday for Old Orchard B:ach. 


Mrs. Helliwell of Kensington avenue left on 
Saturday, July 1, for the sea shore. 
7 


Mrs. Humer Pingle has gone to Bracebridge. 


Rev. Willard S. Perrin, M.S., of Boston, with 
Mrs. Perrin and her mother, Mrs. Denton, are 
visiting Mr. W. E. H. Massey, Jarvis street. 


Miss Lillie Stewart and Miss Echel Kittson 
of Hamilton spent two days in town last week. 
* 


Miss Mary Patterson of Agincourt and her 
sister, Mrs. McNair of Crawford street, return- 
ed on Friday last from a visit to Caicago. 

* 


Mrs. Chopitea and family are at Long Branch 


for the summer. 
* 


Rev. Dr. Whitelaw, the genial Glasgow clergy- 
man who has been the guest of Mr. and Mrs, 
Thompson of 86 Howard street, has said fare- 
well to Toronto, after a pleasant visit of several 
weeks. 


The little bird said: That it is a brave girl 
who accepts an escort for a trip toJNiagara 
when the lake is rough and she is not a good 
sailor ; that a handsome and popular grandpa 

Continued on Page Eleven. 
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RIS KID GLOVE STORE 


FOR SUMMER WEAR 


Silk and Linen Gloves our specialty. 


PA 


Chamois Gloves in 4 button and Mosquetaire, 


4 button Dressed and Undressed Kid Gloves, 
with fancy stitchings and welts to 
match. 


We are selling the balance of our Summer 
Stock of 


Dress Goods 
Dress Trimmings 
Ends of Silk 


At a Great Reduction. 





Pattern Hats and Bonnets Below Cost 


WM. STITT & CO. 


11 and 13 King Street East. 


Crown 
Derby 





Royal 
Worcester 


Dout!ton 


PANTECHNETHECA 


116 Yonge Street 








Cor. Adelaide Toronto 


The Latest Styles of Ladies’ Fine Shoes 


In C plored or Black. For Fit, Wear and Prics cannot 
be excelled. 


AMERICAN SHOE STORD 
L. A. STACKHOUSE 


124 King St. West (opposite the Brssta Moased 





We Like 
the Ladies 


to come to our store, whether 
they come to buy or not. We 
always try to have something 
attract 
We realize that the 


new to interest and 


them. 


Ladies Like 
Fine Jewelry 


and so we always manage to 
have something in all of our 
departments at specially low 
prices. 
The J. E. Ellis C 
e J. E. Ellis Co. 
LIMITED 


Cor. King & Yonge Sts. 





Picks 
Shaves 
Tongs 


Filters 
Ice Cream 
Freezers 


LEMON SQUEEZERS 
RICE LEWIS & SON 


LIMITED 


Kiog Street East . - 


Printed Surah Silks 


Great Sale 


OF 


Silks 


WITH OTHER 


SPECIAL 
laines, Sateens, Cambrics, Ginghams and 
Lawns at Reduced Prices. 


TORONTO 





30 cents per yard 


Printed Foulard Silks - 


50 cents per yard 


Lines—Printed Challies, De- 


ius ty ust ua, JOHN CATTO & SON 


King Street, opposite the Post Office 


: 
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Out of Town. 


Belleville 

‘The most beautiful wedding which has taken 
place so far this season was that which was 
celebrated at Mrs, Taylor’s residence on Alex- 

ander street on Wednesday morning at 10.30, 

when Miss Stella Taylor was united in mar 

riage with Mr. Daniel Waters by Rev. Mr. Mc- 

Lean of St. Andrew’s church, The beautiful 

Taylor mansion was elaborately decorated with 

flowers ; the drawing-rooms were one mass of 

sweet peas, while in the dining-room both 
mantels were banked with daises and roses, 

‘The alcove in which the bride and groom stood 

was banked in pink carnations, while over the 

breakfast table was suspended a huge basket 
of pure white roses entwined with smilax, and 
from the basket’ four broad white satin 
ribbons extended to the corners of the table, 
where they were tied in a lovers’ knot. The 
tables, too, were lavishly trimmed with white 
roses. The bride, oneof our handsomest young 
ladies, looked lovelier than ever in her bridal 
gown of white surah silk, imported from Scot- 
land, and carried a bouquet of white roses, 

The bride was attended by Miss Ethelind 

Thomas, A.T.C.M., while Dr. McColl did the 

honors for the groom, Miss Thomas wore a 

pretty gown of white bengaline trimmed with 

Irish lace and carried a large bunch of white 

carnations ; she also wore a diamond bracelet, 

the gift of the groom. After the ceremony a 

most elaborate breakfast was served, after 

which Mr. and Mrs, Waters left on the 12 45 

train for the Lower Provinces, The bride’s 

traveling costume was brown tweed, trimmed 
with brown silk velvet, and pretty brown hat 
with roses. The guests at the wedding were: 

Mr. and Mrs, Harry Corby, Mr. and Mrs. W. L. 

Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs, Waters of Campbell- 

ford, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas, Mr. Henry and 
Miss Thomas, Mr, and Mrs. Webster, Mr. and 

Mrs. Brignall, Rev. Mr. McLean, Mr. and Mrs, 
John Lazier, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Hunter, Miss 
Corby, Miss Newberry, Miss Jessie Neilson, Miss 

Myers of Trenton, Capt. Halliwell, Mr. D. B. 
icobertson, Mr. McCammon and Mr, Starling. 

Mrs, Taylor, mother of the bride, wore a 
beautiful black gros grain silk ; Mrs. Corby, a 
very pretty gown of blue and white silk 
trimmed with Irish lace and roses, and 
a dainty bonnet to match; Mr W. 
L. Hamilton, a magnificent gown of 
sapphire blue satin, lavishly trimmed 
with iridescent passementerie and bisque 
satin, and bonnet to match ; Mrs, Waters was 
dainty in cream serge and purple velvet ; Mrs. 
Brignall, ight blue silk trimmed with cream 
lace and blue velvet; Mrs. Thomas, a handsome 
heliotrope silk with hat to match ; Miss Corby, 
white crepon and white lace, with large black 
hat trimmed with roses; Miss Newberry, a 
pretty white and blue silk ; Miss Lazier, black 
silk trimmed with mauve brocade ; Miss Neil- ; 
son, dove gray silk with silver passementerie ; 
Miss Hunter, white India mull and large lace 
hat ; Miss Myers,a dainty fawn silk; Mrs. 
Webster, an elegant gown of myrtle green 
satin with trimmings of bisque silkand a lovely 
hat to match. While the marriage ceremony 
was being performed the chimes of St. 
Andrew's pealed forth in honor of the newly 
wedcouple. Over two hundred presents were 
received from Scotland, the United States and 
all parts of Canada. Indeed, it was the finest 
display of presents ever seen in Balleville. 

Col. and Mrs. Lazier gave a most enjoyable 
pedro party on Wednesday evening of last 
week to some forty of their friends. Mr. and 
Mra, Lazier have just completed the new wing 
to their beauciful home, and Wednesday's 
party was in honor of theevent. The library 
is paneled in oak, with beautifully carved 
mantels and doors, The furnishings and hang- 
ings are in brown and crimson, and altogether 
the new apartments are lovely and are con- 
sidered by art critics to be the most beautiful 
in the city. Some eight tables were utilized 
for pedro, which was played with vigor and 
enthusiasm until twelve o'clock, when a most 

echerche supper was served. The large table 
was decorated with ferns, while the smaller 
ones were trimmed with roses and vines. Mrs. 
Lazier received her guests in an elegant princess 
gown of black silk handsomely embroidered in 
white, and was ably assisted by Mrs. Leitch. 
Among the guests were: Mr. and Mrs. North- 
rup, Mrs. Lord of Ottawa, Miss Proctor of 
Brighton, Mr. and Mrs. J. P. C. Phillips, Mr. 
and Mrs. Hulme, Mr. and Mrs, Corby, Mrs. 
Caldwell of Winnipeg, Miss Annie Wallbridge, 
Mrs. P, J, M. Anderson, Mrs. Strong, Miss 
Danmark, Mr. and Mrs, Warrington, Miss 
Elliott, Mr. and Mrs. Grant, Miss McShane, Dr. 
and Mrs, Farley, Mrs. George Stewart, Miss 
Bell, Miss Kathleen Bell, Mr. and Mrs, Den- 
mark, the Misses Lister, and Messrs. D. B. 
Robertson, Laidlaw, Wallbridge, Stewart, Mor- 
den, Gillen, Lazier, Halliwell, Starling and 
Campbell. Among those wearing pretty gowns 
I noticed: Mrs. Phillips, pale blue satin and 
cream lace; Miss Proctor, white silk and lace; 
Miss Lister, heliotrope silk and velvet; Miss 
Elliott, pink bengaline with crimson velvet 
sleeves and girdie; Mrs. Anderson, white 
satin; Mrs, Corby, pale blue surah with trim- 
mings of cream and blue ; Miss Kathleen Bell, 
£own of white tulle over white silk, in which 
she looked the perfection of all that is sweet 
and good, 

Oa Saturday last a most enjoyable picnic 
was gotten up by the young people, the chief 
Promoters being Miss Maud Hamilton and 
Miss May Lingham. The party left in fifteen 
row boats at four p. m., and rowed to Wall- 
bridge’s cove, where cards, music on mouth or- 
ans, banjo and guitar whiled away the time 
until six o'clock, when the young ladies spread 
& most toothsome repast taken from the nu- 
merous hampers which up to this had been the 
butt of much guessing and conjecture. After | 
having spent a most enjoyable time the party 
returned home at ten o’clock, The chaperones 
were: Mrs, W. L. Hamilton, Mrs. Fred Ling- 
ham and Mrs, Strong. Among those present 
were : Misses Bell, Biggar, Corby, Clark, Dick- 
son, Denmark, Kelso, Bowes of Boston, Mc- 
Shane of Montreal, Niblock of Denver, Proctor 
of Brighton, Davy, Thomas, Walker, Stinson, 
and Messrs, Armstrong, Bignell, Cutler, Halli- 
well, Hulme, Oasborae, Lucemoor, Walker, 
Thomas, Thompson, McCaulay, Morden, But- 
ler, Stewart, Moore, Mathison, Clarke, Grange, 
McLean, and Dr, McColl. 

Miss Daisy Carre gave a most pleasant danc 
ing party on Thursday evening of last week. ; 















The floor was in perfect condition, which was 
quite a pieasure to the dancers, for lately enter- 
tainers of young people have rarely waxed 
their floors, The drawing-room and refresh- 
ment tables were prettily decorated with roses 
and carnations, Miss Carre was assisted by 
Mrs. Carre and Mrs, Wragge. Among those 
present were: Misses Wragge, Corby, Davy, 
Hamilton, Walker, Newberry, Denmark, Mc- 
Shane, May Lingham, Proctor, Bowes of Bos- 
ton, Stinson, Brignall, Milburn, and Messrs. 
Grange, Stewart, Mathison, Thompson, Thomas, 
Halliwell, Evans of Kingston, Armstrong, 
Lucemoor, and Dr. McColl. Mrs, Carre wore a 
handsome black silk gown; Mrs. Wragge, a 
black and white China silk ; Miss Carre, cream 
silk with myrtle green velvet triramings ; Miss 
Wragge, cream satin; Miss Corby, a dainty 
white China silk; Miss Hamilton was girlish 
in a pretty gown of pink bengaline trimmed 
with old Irish lace and corsage bouquet of pink 
roses ; Miss Denmark, canary silk ; Miss Amy 


Denmark, cream delaine with pink silk trim- 
mings; Miss Milburn, dove gray silk with 
bouquet of sweet peas; Miss Newberry, 
mauve silk trimmed with mauve chiffon ; 
Miss McShane, a dainty gown of cream ben- 
galine with white lace trimmings; Miss Lulu 
Davv, a pale blue silk trimmed with pale blue 
chiffon, a gown which suited her pretty bru- 
nette complexion immensely ; Miss Bessie Stin- 
son, pale blue Brussels net over pale blue silk ; 
Miss Walker, cream cashmere; Miss Brignall, 
a very graceful Empire gown ; Miss May Ling- 
ham was sweet and dainty in cream surah ; 
Miss Bowes, a handsome’ Empire gown of 
cream crepon trimmed with silver passemen- 


terie. 
A pleasant water party, given by Mrs. W. L. 
iss Warrington of 


Hamilton, in honor of 
England and Miss McShane of Montreal, was 
omitted in my previous letter. The guests left 
per steamer Ella Ross for Trenton, had dinner 
there and returned to Belleville, where the 
party was reinforced by another large contin- 
gent of guests, proceeded to Deseronto for sup- 
per and returned to Belleville by one of the 
Richelieu steamers, 

Mrs, Lord of Ottawa, who has been the guest 
of Mrs. Northrup for the past two weeks, re- 
turned home on Saturday. BETSEY. 


Ottawa. 

Sir John Carling has gone up to London for a 
few weeks’ visit. 

Mr. W. W. Stratby of Toronto spent Domin- 
ion Day in the city and is more than pleased 
with Ottawa. Mr, Strathy is a brother of our 
Frank of the Union Bank. 

Sir A. P. Caron returned with Lady and Miss 
Caron from France early in the week, looking 
ever so much better for their trip. 

Miss Daisy Bourinot, daughter of Dr. Bouri- 
not of the House of Commons, is to be married 
to an Aylmer gentleman this month. 

Mrs, and Miss Likens of Toronto are visiting 
Mrs, Cornish, Cliff street. 

Mrs, Lord is still enjoying the gaieties of 
Belleville and accepted invitations to afternoon 
teas at Mrs. J. P. C. Phillips’ and Mrs. Harry 
Corby's. 

Mr. James B. Riles, Consul-General of the 
United States to Canada, arrived here on 
Sunday. 

Mr. Collingwood Schribar, Deputy Minister 
of the Railway Department, returned from the 
Soo on Sunday, where he has been 01 business 
in connection with the canal. 

Mr. J. W. Woods of Montreal spent Dominion 
Day in the city. 

Mr. Robert Mackray is one of the share- 
holders of the Commercial Bank of Manitoba, 
which closed its doors the other day. 
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8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen 


of the above places ; also W. 


Niagara River Line 


CHICORA and CIBOLA 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


Buildin g Sale 


O price has been so low, but 
we see an advantage in July 


in making it still lower. 


44 in. Roman and Solid Cords, 500., were 85c. 

Silk Stripes, Dress Goods, gray and fawn, 65c., were $1. 

Silk Mixtures, shot effe ts, 65c., were $1. 

Silk Spote, shot effects, 90c., were $1.50 

46 in. German Goffa Cloth, shot effect, silk mixtures, 
$1 25, were $2 

Dress Robes, silk mixtures, shot effects, $14, were $19; 
$10, were $15 ; $9.50, were $14 60, 

All-wool Estanned Serge, 42 in., 25c. 

Men’s Neglige Shirts, starched collars and cuffs, 75c., 
were $1. 

Men's Shirte, white body, colored front and cuffs, $1, 
were $1 £0. 

P. K, Washable White Ties, $1 50 doz 

Ceylon Flannel Shirts, $1, were $1 25. 

Flannelette Shirts, button and lace front, 450., were 600. 

Men’s Half Hose, 1240 , were 200. 

Stylish Capes, shot silk lining, $2 50, were $4. 

Dolman Capes, serge trimmed with moire silk, $1, 
were $3. : 

Jet Oapes, $1 50, were $3.50 ; $1 75, were $4. 

32 in. Dress Prints, 50., regularly sold 12h0. 

English Prints, light and dark, 32 in., 7}0.., were 124c. 

Indigo Blue, best imported, 100. 

Pretty Sateens, 12}c., were 250. 

Seaside Suitings, 202., were 40c. 


Reap the benefit of profitable 


shopping by ordering by letter if 


a resident out of town. 


R. SIMPSON 


| Entrance Youge Street. 
Streéts, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 


Stores Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 


Street West. 


DOUBLE TRIPS 


Niagara Falls Line Steamers 


TAKE THE FAST STEAMER 


EMPRESS OF INDIA 


Daily from Milloy’s Wharf, foot of Yonge street, at 7.50 
a.m. and 3.15 
falo, New Yor! 


pe for St. Catharines, Niagara Falls, Buf- 

, Rochester, etc. 

Now is the time to book — annual excursions to any 
Ison, N. Y., Grimbsy, eto. 

Special low rates to Churches and Sunday Schools. 

S-e us before closing elsewhere. 

Tickets at allG. T. R. and leading ticket offices and at 

fficses on Milloy’s Wharf. 


4 TRIPS DAILY 


COMMENCING THURSDAY, JUNE 1 
























Designs in ——7 


Boudoir, Banquet 
and Piano Lamps 


The TORONTO SILVER PLATE CO. 


MANUFACTURERS O} 


Sterling Silver ana 


Electro Silver Plate 


Factories and Salesrooms: 570 King Street West, Toronto 


E. G, GOODERHAM, Manager 


TO THE 


LADIES 


We have reduced all goods, 
selling mantles at 50 and 60 per 
cent. on the doliar. Also we 
are making boating and travel- 
ling suite, in tweede, sergee, 
box cloth, ladies’ cloth and 
broadcloth, in all shades, either 
Eton jacket or blazer and the 





latest style skirt, from $10 and 
$12 up. We are making very 
pretty light summer dresses, 
delaines or any other light 
goods, at very moderate prices. 
Perfect fit and workmanship 
guaranteed. It will pay you 
to give us a call. We can 
make a costume in twelve 
hours. 


R. WOLFE 


117 Yonge Street 


East side, between Arcade and 
Adelaide Street. 








Telephene 1509. 
Special attention given to 
mail orders. Open to-night 


until 10 o’clock. 





Miss MILLS, Dressmaking Parlors, 
Dominion Bank Buildings, 
Corner College Street and Spadina Avenue, Toronto. 


MILLINERY AND  DRESSMAKING 


Having leased the premises recently occupied by the 
late MISS MORRISON, I have opened the same with an 
entirely new stock, comprising all the latest designs in 





Parisian and American Pattern Hats 
and Bonnets 


The Dreesmaking Department under my own supervision. 


MISS M. A. ARMSTRONG 


41 King St. West, Toronto 


Miss M. P. BUCKSEY 








Twenty-one more of the employees of the 
Public Works Department have received notice 
that their services will not be required any 
longer. 

Mr.S.C D. Roper, well and favorably known 
throughout the country as the compiler of the 
Dominion Year Book, has been transferred 
from the Department of Agriculture to the 
statistical branch of the Customs Department. 

Messys. A. Mechell, Charles E. Medbury, F. 
White and W. B. Snow were in Toronto for a 
couple of days in the early part of the week. 

Hon. J. C. Patterson, Minister of Militia and 
Detence, left for St. John’s, Que., on Tuesday 
to inspect the military camp there. 

Hon. Mr. Ouimet has gone to the lower St, 
Lawrence in the Government steamer Le Cana- 
dien, with Chief Engineer Coste, on an inspec- 
tion tour, and will be absent about two weeks, 

Hon, T. M. Daly, Minister of the Interior ; 
Mr. A. M. Burgess, Deputy Minister, and Mr. 
Arthur Chisholm, secretary to the Minister, 
left on Saturday on a tour through Mani- 
toba and the North-West. Mrs. Daly will 
accompany her husband. The party will travel 
by private car and will be away about six weeks, 

There has been a little more stir in society 
circles this week, owing to the departure of the 
Governor-General, but things have quieted 
down again and are likely to remain so now 
until the cooler months, when Ottawa's fair 
sex return from the summer watering-places, 
where so many are now enjoying themselves, 

July 19 will bring us another convention. 
This time it will be the Masonic Grand Lodge 
of Canada and the Province of Ontario, when 
it is expected that fully five hundred delegates 
from all parts of the Dominion will attend the 
meeting. 

Hon. Mr. Angers returned to the city early 
in the week. 

Mr. Richard Hunt of Summerside, P.E.I., 
spent a few days this week in the city. 

Mr. H. F. Friet, of the Department of Public 
Works, was married om Monday last to Aggie, 
youngest daughter of Mr. Richard Nagle. The 
happy couple have gone to the World's Fair to 
spend their honeymoon and will be away a 
couple of weeks. 

Hon. Mr, Costigan presented Toronto's fare- 
well address to His Excellency on Monday 
afternoon, 

The following ministers were present at the 


farewell reception to the Governor-General and 
Lady Derby in the Senate Chambers on Satur- 
day last: Hon. Messrs, Bowell, Costigan, 
Frank Smith, J. C, Patterson, and Haggart. 
and Sir A. P. Caron, and Comptrollers Wallace 
and Wood. 

Mr. William O’Neil is visiting in Toronto. 

Mr. W. C. Hamilton, Q.C., of Regina and 
Mrs. Hamilton are visiting in the city. 

Lord and Lady Derby lefts for Montreal on 
Wednesday. They were accompanied by an 
escort of Princess Louise Dragoon Guards. A 
guard of honor was furnished by the G. G. F’. G. 

Mr. and Mrs. Douglas Cameron returned 
home this week and are staying with Miss 
Belford, 355 Somerset street. 

Mr. A 3s. O Connor spent Saturday and Sun 
day in Toronto. 

Mr. D. C. Chamberlain left on Friday morn- 
ing to join his family at his summee residence 
up the Ottawa. 

Mr, Allan Gilmour was in Toronto for a few 


= 


Geperior and Artistic Dressmaking 


At Reasonable Charges 


Removed to 15 Shuter Street 


ARTISTIC : DRESSMAKING 
Mrs. J. P. KELLOGG, 15 Grenville St. 
Ladies’ Evening Gowns and Empire Effects 
a Specialty 


High class costuming after French and American 
measurements. 


SUMMER FOOTWEAR 


Lovely new shoes in White and Colored 
Canvas. New shades of Tan Oxfords 
and Lace Boots. Beautiful goods. Re- 
duced prices. 








Will leave Geddes’ Wharf daily (except Sunday) at 7 a.m., 
lla.m,2p.m. and 4.45 p.m. for Niagara, Queenston and 
Lewiston, connecting with New York Central, Michigan 
Central Railways and Niagara Falls Park and River Eleo- 
tric R »sd—the short route to Falis, Buffalo, New York and 
all points east. 
Tickets at all principal offices and on wharf. 
JOHN FOY, Manager. 


HAMILTON STEAMBOAT CO. 
MACASSA and MODJESKA 


FROM GEDDES' WHARF 
FOUR TRIPS EACH WAY DAILY 
Leave TORONTO 7.80 and *11 a.m., 2 and *65 15 p.m. 
Leave HAMILTON *7.45 and 10.45 a.m., 2 15 and *5.30p.m. 
* Calls at Oakville, weather permitting. 


J. B. GRIFFITG, F. ARMSTRONG, 
Manager. Agent. 


LONG BRANCH 25:— Str. LAKESIDE —25 


From Milloy’s Wharf, Commencing 


Saturday, 10th, Wednesday, 14th, at 2 p.m. 
and regular double trips daily on and after SATURDAY, 
JUNE 17th, at ll a.m. and2 p.m. Extra trips in July and 
August. Low rates for EXCURSIONS ANP PIC-NICS. 
Special pavilions, conveniences and privileges. Moon- 
lights per GARDEN CITY arranged to this lovely resort. 
Secure dates. W. E. CORNELL, Mar., 84 Church street. 
N.B.—Hotel open, $6 and $8 per week. Cottage to rent. 


LORNE PARK 


Steamer GREYHOUND 


THREE TRIPS DAILY 









THE 


J.D. KING CO., Ltd. 
79 King St. East. 





IFE IS TOO SHORT TO 
punish your feet by wearing shoes 

that do not fit. Our Shoes are famous. 
Our Styles are captivating. Our Quali- 
ties are enduring. Our Fi} is perfection. 
Our prices are reasonable. Examine our 
English Oxfords, Blucher Oxfords, Rus- 
sia Tan Goat, Tan Goat, White 
Canvas, Brown Canvas and Red 
Goat Cxtords. 20 p. co. discount 
off all Red Shoes in Ladies’ s'zes. 


H, & C, BLACHFORD 













Milloy’s Wharf, 1U a.m., 2 p.m., 6.15 p.m. From Park, 83 to 89 
11 30a.m.,4 p.m ,7 p.m. King Street East 
Fare round trip, including admission te Park +30 
Shest of four round trips - - ; - $1.00 Torrente 
Family books, twenty round trips - 4.00 $$ $_____—_— 
Children half fare. Special Low Rates for Excursions OAR, AP >i. 


PETER McINTYRE, 87 York Street, 
Roeesin House Block, 


Or FRED ROPER, 2 Toronto Street. Tel. 1714 WA - LAC E’S 
BOOT AND SHOE HOUSE 


FOR YOUR 


LAWN TENNIS AND BICYCLE SHOES 


American and Canadian makers, at rock bottom prices 


110 YONGE STREET 


Between Star and News Offices 
CHAS. E. BURNS 


Steamship Tickets 


Atlantic, Pacifico, Southern and Foreign Lines. 


LOWEST RATES 


New York, Buffalo, Cleveland, Cincinnati, Boston, eto. 


Apply— 
CHAS. E. BURNS, 77 Yonge Street 
‘Phone 2400 (2nd door above King) 


GHERMAR E. TOWNSEND 


Public Accountant and Auditor 


Traders’ Bank Chambers, Toronte, "Phone 1641 





days the latter part of last week. 

r. Clark Wallace, Comptroller of Customs, 
went to Stratford on Tuesday to address the 
Orangemen on the Twelfth of July. 

Mr. A. M. Burgess has returned from Bath- 
urst, N.B., where he has left his family for 
the hot months. 

Mr. John F, O'Connor has passed the neces- 
sary examination and has been approved for 
admission as a cadet at the Royal Military 
College, Kingston. His name appeared in the 
Militia General orders in the Canada Gazette 
on Saturday of last week. Ottawa boys gener 
ally give a good account of themselves. 
Hon, Frank Smith cf Toronto visited the city 
on Saturday last for the purpose of being 
resent at the reception to bid farewell to their 
Excellencies the Governor-General and Lady 
Derby. 
Mr. Hume of the Interior Department has 
party to the 








NEXT TO MAIL BUILDING 
TORONTO 


urniture 
SUPPLY CO. 
56 King Street West - - TORONTO 


gone with the Hon. Mr. Daly an 
Pacific coast. 

Lord Derby sails from Quebec on the steam- 
ship Labrador on Sunday, A parting address 
was presented to him by the mayor and City 
Council last Saturday. 

Mr. J. M. Courtmey, Deputy Minister of 
Finance, has gone with his family to Murray 


ay. 
Mr. George L. Chitty has been appointed In- 
spector of Timber Limits by the Quebec Gov- 
ernment, Scrip. 


SPECIAL ATTENTION | 


JNO. C. COPP, Sec.-Treas. 


“UNEQUALED ” 


IS THE VERDIOT 


or 
All Those Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 
DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchant 
Throughout the Dominion 





Armand’s Hair and Perfumery Store 
441 Yonge and | Carlton Sts., Toronto 
Telephone 2498 









Recommended for Fashionable and Real Hair Goods of 
superior finish and quality. Specialty for making HAIR 
GOODS to order. Ladies’ Fashionable Hair Dressing. 
Ladies’ Hair Trimming, Singeing and Shampooing. Hair 
colored any shade or oolor. 

PERFUMES—Fine French Extracts for Handkerchiefs 
and Toilet Soaps of superior quality only. 

Ladies and Gentlemen's Manicure and Face Steaming 
Parlor. Appointments should be made. Telephone 2498. 


ARMAND’s HAIR AND PERFUMERY STORE 


Cor. Yonge and Carlton Sts., Toronto, Ont. 


PEMBER’S HAIR STORE 


127 Yonge St 
(4 Doors south of Arcade) 


Ladies, we have just im- 
ported a large stock of first 
quality Cut Hair, and are 
prepared to sell at lowest 
prices. Switches from $1 
upwards; Bangs from #1 
upwards, all of finest quality 
natural curly hair and any 
shade. Ladies’ Hair treated 
efter fevers or other illness. 
Ladies’ Hair dressed in lat- 
Weddings, 





est styles for 
Photos, eto. 


Dyeing and Bleaching 


A full line of ornaments 
in katest designs. 


W. T. PEMBER 


127 VWonge Street 
Telephone 2275 


DORENWEND'S 


CLEARING SALE OF 
Bangs 75c up. Fans, Jewelry 
Hair Ornaments 
Switches $1 Daney Geode 





Wigs $8 Per fumes 
Toupees $10 amet 
ombs, &e 
9 
waves ee AT COST 





Plain Fron $2 Ladies’ Hair-dressing 


Parlore—the best in 
the city. 





All Goods at Bot- 


tom Prices — 
103 & 105 Yonge St. 


TORONTO 





NOOO A> 


Telephone 1551 


BARBOUR’S 
Linen 


Threads 


UNEQUALLED FOR 
ALL PURPOSES 











ASK YOUR GROCER FOR THE 


“MONSOON” TEAS 


Indian and Ceylens 
The moet delicious Teas on the market. 
STEEL, HAYTER & CO. 
















































1 a ee te 


; Sis 


a a ae 


4 


TORONTO SATU RDAY- N IGHT, ‘ 


THE TIGER LILY 


THE STORY OF A WOMAN. 
By G. MANVILLE FENN : 


Author of * Black Blood,” ‘‘The Parson o’ Dumford,” ‘* The Master of the Ceremonies,” 
“A Mint of Money,” &c.. &e. 





(COPYRIGHT.) 


CHAPTER XXI. 
THE RUSE, 


There was a puzzled look in Lady Grayson’s 
face as Dale sprang at the Conte, and swung 
him round, sending him staggering from the 
door, before which he placed himself, his face 
dark with wrath. 

For the moment, the Conte looked utterly as- 
tounded. Then, with a fierce ejaculation he 
made at Dale with his cane raised, and his 
countenance convulsed. 

“Dog!” he muttered in Italian; and the 
artist clenched his fist, ready to proceed to any 
extremities now in Lady Deilatoria’s defence. 

But Lady Grayson flew between them, whis- 
pering to the Conte eagerly, and Dale caught a 
word or two here and there: 

** Scandal— mistake — my 


” 


sake—meet her 


now. 

The Conte drew himself up and pressed Lady 
Grayson’s hand, as he gave her a significant 
look. Then veiling his anger with a peculiar 
smile, he turned to Dale. 

‘*Lady Grayson is right,” he said with grave 
courtesy ; ‘it was a mistake. I was quite in 
the wrong, Mr. Dale. I ought not to have at- 
tempted to break in upon your privacy. We 
all have our little secrets, eh? There, it is 
quite past. An accident, that Lady Dellatoria 
should be calling now when we are here?’ 

“*Yes—a very strange accident,” said Lady 
Grayson, with a malicious look at the artist. 

“It does not matter,’ continued the Conte. 
‘“* All this contretemps because ladies are vain 
enough to wish the world to see how beautiful 
they are. But she is long coming, this wife of 
mine.” 

No one spoke for a few moments, all stand- 
ing listening for the steps upon the stairs, and 
the rustling sound of the Contessa’s dress, but 
everything was perfectly still, and at last with 
a shrug of the shoulders the Conte turned to 
Armstrong. ’ 

“Is the lady in some ante-room waiting for 
our departure?” 

** No,” said Dale more. 

‘* Because we would relieve you of our com. 
pany, but we would rather meet the lady now.’ 

**Of course,” cried Lady Grayson. ‘ We do 
not wish our visit to be misconstrued.” 

‘“*I do not understand it,” said Dale; and 
going to the bell he rangsharply. Then once 
more there was silence till shuffling steps were 
heard, then a tap at the door, and Keren-Hap- 
ruch entered in answer to a loud ‘**Come in,” 
wiping her hands upon her apron and with her 
face scarlet. 

“Where is the lady you announced just 
now ?” said Dale sharply. 

** Plee, sir, she’s gone, sir.” 

“Gone?” 

Fee, ate.” 

Lady Grayson uttered a low sigh of satisfac- 
tion. 

‘* What did she say?” 

‘** Nothin’, sir.” 

‘“‘Did you tell her that this lady and gentle- 
man were here?” 

‘“*Oh,no,sir. Inever said nothin’ to her, sir.” 

‘But she said she would call again?” 

**That she didn’t sir. She couldn't. She just 
comed and goed,” faltered the girl. 

*‘But, did she not hear our voices in the 
studio?” 

“No, sir; she couldn’t. Why, she never 
come no further than the street door mat, and 
you can’t hear no talkingin here, even if you 
stand just outside.” 

**Oh, you have tried ?” said the Conte laugh- 
ingly. 

“That I hain't, sir, but I’ve seed missus 
more'’n once.” 

‘That will do.” 


“Yes, sir,” said Keren-Happuch, but Dale | 


checked her. 

‘** Don’t go,” he said. 

‘* Ah, well then, Mr. Dale, as the ladyis not 
coming up to see us, we will go and seesher: 
Mahomet to the mountain, eh, my dear Lady 
Grayson? May I see you to your carriage?” 

‘*T have no carriage here,” she said quickly. 
** Yes, we had better go.” 

** After our double failure to-day; but Mr. 
Dale will alter his decision on our behalf, Good 
day, my dear modern representative of Fra 
Lippo Lippi. It is grand to be a handsome 
young artist,” the Conte continued, as he took 
a step toward the dais and raised something 
on the end of his cane, ‘* supplicated by beauti- 
ful ladies to transfer their features to canvas: 
out you should warn them not to leave their 
veils behind when they take refuge in another 
room, 
held the veil toward her on the end of his cane, 
‘*thick—secretive—admirable for a disguise. 
Come,” 

He tossed the veil back on to the dais, and 
opened the door for his companion to pass out, 
while Dale stood fuming with rage, and Lady 
Grayson gave him a mocking look as she ad- 
vanced, 

**Good morning, Mr. Dale,” she said laugh- 
ingly, and then in a whisper—‘‘Secret for 
secret, my handsome friend. You and I cannot 
play at telling tales out of school.” 

‘Lor, if it ain’t like being at the theayter,” 
thought Keren-Happuch as the door was shut, 
and Dale crossed quickly to re-open it and 
stand listening till the front door closed. Then 
he came back to where the little maid stood 
waiting, while faintly heard came a call from 
below : 

** Keren—Hap—puch!” 

‘*Comin’,mum. Please, Mr. Dale, sir, missus 
is a-callin’ of me: may I go?” 

‘* Who was the lady who came just now?” 

Keren-Happuch writhed slightly as she 
looked in a frightened way in the young 
artist's face. 

‘Do you hear me? I said who was the lady 
who came just now? It was not the Contessa?” 

** No, sir.’ 

Was it that—that American lady?” 

** What, her with the pretty face, who went 
away crying, sir? Oh, no; it wasn’t her.” 

The girl’s words sent a sting through him. 

“Then who was it?” 


‘* Piease, Mr. Dale, sir, I don’t like to tell | 


you 

* Tell me this instant, girl,” he cried, catch 
ing her fiercely by the arm. 

‘*Oh, don't, please, Mr. Dale,” 
the girl. ‘* You frighten me.” 

** Then speak.” 

‘** Yes, sir, but I shall holler if you pinch my 
arm. and that ‘talian girl'll hear me,” 

‘““ Who was it then?” 

* Please, sir, it was a cracker.” 

** What?” 

‘* A bit of a fib, sir. I knowed you wanted to 
get rid of them two ‘cause you'd got her as 
you re so fond on shut up in there.” 


** Silence ! 


** Yes, sir, but missus can’t hear ; she’s down | 


in the kitchen.” 

“Then nobody came?” 

“No, sir; I thought if I come and said that, 
you'd like it, because it would send them away. 


‘ve often done it for missus when someone's 
| 


been bothering her for money.” 

‘Go down,” said Dale, writhing beneath the 
sense of degradation he felt at being under this 
obligation to the poor little slat before him. 

‘Yes, Mr. Dale, sir, but please don’t you be 
cross with me. I don’t mind missus, but it 
hurts me if you are.” 

‘*Go down.” 

** Yes, sir,” said the girl with a sob, and the 
tears began to make faint marks on her dirty 


Look, my dear Lady Grayson,” and he | 


whimpered | 


to be alone.” 
* Poor Cornel!” muttered Dale as he turned 
‘*Fallen so low as this; if you only 


wrong!” whimpered the girl. 

* No; go down now.” 

** Keren—Hap—puch ! . 

‘Comin’, mum,” cried the girl, thrusting her 
head out of the door and then turning back. 

**Oh, thankye, sir. I don’t mind now.” 

Dale fastened the door after her, and as he 
turned back, that of the inner room opened 
and Valentina came out with her eyes flashing 
and a joyful look upon her face as she took his 
arm and nestled to him. 

‘We must never forget that poor, brave 
little drudge, dear,” she whispered fondly. 
** Don’t look so serious. All that is nothing 


to us, 
ee Nothing?” he said as he bent down, fasci- 
nated by the beautiful eyes which gazed so 
tenderly into his. 

“Nothing. I am glad they came to show 

ou how little cause for compunction you have. 

You see what she is—what the wretched wo- 
man is who gives me her sickly kisses and calls 
me her friend.” 

She clung to him, and passed her soft white 
hand over his brow as she looked into his eyes, 
her voice growing gentle as the cooing of some 
dove as she almost whispered : 

‘*T am going now for a while, but when I am 
gone don’t think of me as a mad, reckless 
woman, abandoned to her passion, false to her 
husband and her oaths. I never loved but 
you, Armstrong; I shall never love another. 
Try and think of me as one who was forced 
into a marriage with that despicable wretch, 
who in one week taught me to loathe him ; 
and till I saw you I was the wretched being 
whose life was void, a kind of gilded doll upon 
which he hung his jewels and whom he par- 
aded before his guests, while in private my life 
was a mockery. Wife? By law, yes, till we 
| can break the tie, and then you will take me to 
your heart, dear, away from all that black, des- 
pairing life, toa new one all delight and joy. 
For I shall be with you, SS noble—hus- 
band /—may I call you husband then?” 

She sank upon her knees, clasped her arms 
about him, and laid her cheeks against his 
hands, murmuring softly : 

‘*If you will take me for your wife, dearest. 
If not, I should be always happy as your slave.” 

He would have been more than man if he had 
not raised the beautiful, appealing, loving 
woman to his breast, and held her tightly 
there. 

“I love you—I love you,” she murmured, as 
her soft swimming eyes gazed in his, ‘and it 
| is misery to leave you now. But there is all 
that new joy in my heart to keep me waiting 
and hopetul till I come again.” 

** But the risk—for you ?” he said. 

‘* Risk?” she laughed softly. ‘* You will pro- 
tect me. I must go now, and you will wait till 
your poor Italian model comes again? She 
whom you love so well,” 

He clasped her to his heart and held her till 
she faintly struggled to be free, and then 
| laughingly covered her face with the thick veil 
her husband had thrown down. 
| “There,” she said merrily. ‘‘Now I must 

go. Back to my faithful Jaggs.” 

“What!” cried Armstrong. 

‘“*He is my slave—the Emperor, he says you 
call him. He has been my slave from the first 
day you sent him to the house. He told me 
everything about you in answer to my ques- 
tions about the portrait of me you had painted 
from oer and then, * Armstrong does love 
me with all his heart’ I said to myself, and I 
was ready to risk everything to win that love,” 

** And did he suggest that you should be my 
model?” said Dale. 

‘““No; that came from me, when he told me 
how hard you were pressed. He helped me, 
and Icame. And now once more, | must go. 
It will not be like life until I am here again.’ 

She gave him her white hands, which he held 
j anor ego 4 to his lips. Then, covering them 

astily with her common gloves, she drew her 
| cloak about her. 
| ‘*One moment,” he whispered. ‘‘ The ad- 
| dress?) Where are you now—for this ?” 
| ‘* Always in your heart,” she said ina pas- 
| sionate whisper. Then, “A rivederla,” she 
said aloud, and was gone. 

‘* Poor Cornel !” sighed Dale, as he sank into 
|}achair. ‘‘ Forgive me, dear. She is right; a 
| boy and girl's pure, gentle love of which I am 

not worthy. Itis fate, dear, and this is really 
| love—a love for which a man might sacrifice 
honor—even sell his very soul.” 
So he said, for it has been written of old: 
* Love is blind.” 


CHAPTER XXII. 
A LAST EFFORT, 

‘**Corny, I've no patience with you,” cried Dr. 
Thorpe, as they sat at dinner in the hotel with 
a guest that evening—Joe Pacey. 

“Not ‘o night, dear,” she said, with a quiet, 
grave smile. ‘* He has very little patience with 
me when he comes home tired from the hos- 
pitals,” she continued, turning to Pacey. ‘‘ He 
works too hard.” 

** Yes; he does seem a glutton over work ; 
but we must work hard nowadays to succeed.” 

‘*Ha, you are right,” said the young doc- 

r. “It wasall very well a hundred years 
ago. Plenty of medical men went through life 
then without half the knowledge I possess, 
while I’m a perfect baby to your big doctors.” 

; ‘*No, you are not, dear,” said Cornel quietly. 
|** You know that you stand first among our 
young medical men,” 

‘*Humph! not saying much that, but this is 
| begging the question. I shall want to stay in 
| England another three months, and as I was 

saying, the Hudsons go back by the next boat. 
| I've been ro the office; you can have a cabin, 

so you had better accompany them.” 

“ No, dear, I shall stay and go back with 
you.” 

| Thorpe pushed his chair away from the table 
impatiently. 

‘** My dear sister, where is your pride?” 

‘“*My dear brother, where is yoursympathy ?” 

‘‘ How can I have sympathy for a girl who is 
so blind to her own dignity? Now, my dear 
| Pacey, do you not agree with methat my sister 
| is behaving very foolishly?” 
| ‘*No,” said Pacey, holding his glass of wine 
| to the light, shutting one eye and scowling at 
it with the other, ** no, sir, I don’t.” 
|. ‘*'Phank you, Mr. Pacey,” said Cornel, laying 
| her hand upon the table so that he could take 
| it in his and press it warmly. 

‘*Can’t kiss it before company,” he said, in 
his abrupt way. ‘‘ Please take it as being done 
—or owing.” 

‘You are as bad over the scamp as she is,” 

said Thorpe sharply. 
| ‘*Come, come, doctor,” cried Pacey; “ you 
; are too hard. If Armstrong were suffering 
| pon, a bodily disease, you would stand by 

im. 

“Ofcourse. But this—" 
| ‘*Is a mental disease,” cried Pacey, “so why 
| blame your sister for standing by the patient ?” 

‘Bah! Don’t talk like that. I haven't 
patience with her. I thought her firm, self- 
reliant, and proud of her position as a woman.” 

“ Quite right,” said Pacey, turning and smil- 
ing at Cornel. ‘She's all that.” 

**T join issue,” cried Thorpe. 
neither one nor the other.” 

** And [ say that she is all three,” cried Pacey, 
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face. “I wouldn’t ha’ done it, sir, on’y I 
knowed you was in love with her and wanted 
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thump which drew the waiters’ attention, ‘'I 
beg pardon,” he said hastily. ‘‘No, I don’t. 
I'm not ashamed of my earnestness,” 

**Just eight,” said Thorpe, looking at his 
watch. “I’ve a meeting to attend. ou will 
stop and talk to my sister, Pacey?” 

** Of course.” 

Ten minutes later they were alone, and 
Cornel’s manner changed. 

** You will not mind my brother’s manner to 
you ?” she said earnestly. 

“Not I,” replied Pacey bluffily. ‘*‘He’s mad 
against Dale, naturally. Wouldn't be a good 
brother if he were not. I'm mad against him 
and get worse every day.” 

‘** But tell me now—what news have you for 
me?” 

Pacey Jooked at her with pitying thoughtful- 
ness, and then said gravely : 

** You have trusted me thoroughly since the 
first day we met, and made me your friend.” 

‘*Completely,” she said earnestly. 

‘“*And a friend would be nothing unless sin- 
cere.” 

“No.” 

* [have no news then that is goo1.” 

a sighed and rested her head upon her 
hand. 

**Can nothing be done?” she said at last. 
**Oh, it is too dreadful to let his whole career 
be blasted like this, Mr. Pacey, you are his 
friend ; pray, pray, help me. Tell me what to 
do. ” 


Pacey’s brow wrinkled so that he looked ten 
years older, and he sat for some time with his 
eyes averted, 

At last he spoke. 

**I know what I ought to say to you as your 
friend.” 

‘* Yes; what?” she cried eagerly ; but Pacey 
shook his head. 

‘* Nothing but be strong and bear your cruel 


disappointment like a true woman, pruoud of 
her dignity.” 
“T could bear all that,” she said piteously, 


‘“‘even if it broke my heart, but I cannot bear 
the knowledge that the boy with whom I 
walked hand in hand as a child, grew up with 
as if he were my own brother, and whose child- 
love ripened into a sincere affection, should 
drift away like this. Mr. Pacey—this woman ! 
I know how beautiful she is, and how she has 
ensnared him. I ceased to wonder when we 
stood face to face. I know, too, what influence 
she has, but nothing but horror and os | can 
result from it all, and it cuts me to the heart 
to think of what he must suffer—of the bitter 
repentance to come, 
acey sighed. 

‘To me, night and day, it seems as if he 
were drowning—being swept away; and if 
utterly worn out, I sleep fora few minutes, i 
wake up with a start, for his hands seem to be 
stretched out to me to save him before it is too 
late.” 

Pacey was silent still, as he sat with his arms 
resting upon his knees, and his head bent, 
gazing at the carpet. ° 

At last he looked up to meet her appealing 
eyes fixed on his. 

**Yes,” he said, and he took a long, deep 
breath, ‘* there is no other way.” 

‘““You—you have thought of something?” 
she cried eagerly. 

“It is a forlorn hope,” he replied. ‘‘I ought 
not to advise it, and your brother will blame 
me and tell me lam not acting as an honest 
friend.” 

“The danger sweeps away all ideas of worldly 
custom, Mr. Pacey,” she cried with animation, 
her eyes sparkling, her cheeks flushed ; and as 
he gazed at her, the artist mentally said that if 
his friend could see the woman he had so cruelly 
jilted now, he would humbly ask her to pardon 
him and take him back to her heart. 

** Yes,” he said firmly, ‘this is not time to 
study etiquette. Go to him then. Don’t look 
upon it as sinking your womanly dignity, but 
as a last effort to save the man you once loved 
from a deadly peril.” 

‘Yes, and when I go,” said Cornel faintly, 
‘* what can I say more than I have said?” 

‘*Say nothing, child. If your face, and your 
reproachfully forgiving eyes do not bring him 
to your feet, come away, and go down upon 
your knees to thank God for saving you from a 
man not worthy of a second thought.” 


CHAPTER XXIII. 
TOO LATE, 


“And my poor painting,” said Armstronz, 
smiling as Valentina, cloaked and ready to go 
once more, still clung to him, “ not a step 
farther ;” and he unlocked the door. 

*“No,” she whispered softly, ‘‘not a step 
farther,” and she looked up through her thick 
veilin his saddened face. ‘‘ Let fate be kind 
to us and the work go on for years and years,” 

** Until I am old and gray.” 

“And I[ a bent, withered creature,” she 
whispered. ‘‘ No, you will never be old and 
gray in my eyes, but always the same as now. 
Can you say that to me?” 

She laid her hands upon his shoulders and 
forced him back, so that she could gaze search- 
inglv in his eyes, 

** Yes,” he cried passionately. 
only too well.” 

“Yes, I know it well,” she murmured, 
‘And it shall goon and on. What is the praise 
of a fickle public worth? It is your master- 
piece, but what of that? It might bring you 
fame and fortune, but it has already brought 
us love that can know no change.” 

“That can know no change, dearest, Now 
you must go, or you will bs breaking faith with 
me again to-morrow, and you have made me so 
that I cannot live without you now.” 

‘*Yes, once more,” she sighed, ‘I must go 
—back to my gilded prison.” 

She clung to him fondly again, and her voice 
was very soft and tender as she rested her 
head upon his breast. 

‘““When will you say to me, ‘Stay: go back 
no more!’ Armstrong, this life is killing me, 
End all this miserable trickery and subterfuge. 
That woman is planning and plotting to take 
my place. Once it roused up all my pride and 
hatred ; now all that is past. Let him sue for 
his divorce as Lady Grayson wishes, and then 
I shall have my revenge, for he will laugh in 
her false, deceitful face. Marry her! Not he, 
What is it, dearest?” 

He had started back, and as she raised her 
eyes she saw that he was looking angrily at 
something behind her, 

She turned slowly, calling upon herself for 
readiness to meet th face of her husband, as 
she believed, but it was Cornel standing just 
within the doorway, flushed, proud and stern, 
and she uttered a sigh of relief. 

**A domani signore,” she said quickly to 
Armstrong, and then turned and took a step 
toward the door, but Cornel raised her hand, 
and the proud, haughty-looking figure shrank 
back a step or two in surprise, 

“Stop!” said Cornel firmly, and she closed 
the door behind, ‘‘ I wish to speak to you both.” 

‘*Cornel,” cried Armstrong, in a low and ex- 
cited voice, ‘‘this is madness. For heaven's 
sake, go. Have you no delicacy—no shame?” 

‘You ask me that!" she cried scornfully ; 
and he shrank from herindignant eyes, ‘Man, 
where is your own delicacy (woman where is 
your shame? I claim the right—in the name of 
truth and honor—to come and upbraid you 
both.” 

Valentina made 4 gesture with her hands, 
and turned to Armstrong to say in French: 

* What does the strange lady mean?” 

Cornel took a step forward with her eyes 
flashing. 

**Mean, Lady Dellatoria,” she cried loudly ; 
and her rival started and drew herself up. 

‘Cornel! Silence, for heaven's sake.” 

‘You invoke heaven!’ she cried ; and she 
turned from him with a look of disgust and 
scorn, “It means,” she cried, ‘‘ that this is no 
scene in amateur theatricals played by your 
set, but real life. You are face to face with 
me—the woman whose love you have outraged, 
whose life you have wrecked as well as his. 
And for what? Your pastime for afew weeks,” 

‘*No,’ said Valentina, throwing back her 
head and seizing Armstrong's hand, to hold it 
tightly between herown. He is mine—my love 
for ever. I told you when you came and defied 
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me that I could laugh at your girlish efforts to 
separate us—for it was fate. There, you have 
tracked me down and seen ; now go.” 

“Yes, I have tracked you down and seen, 
and you throw off your contemptible disguise— 
this paltry cloaking and veiling. Armstrong, 
is this the type of the boasted British woman— 
an example to the world?” b 

‘**Cornel, silence! For heaven's sake go! 

“Not yet. I have a — here in the home 
of my affianced husband. I find him being 
dragged to ruin and despair by a heartless 
creature, devoid of love as she is of shame.” 

“You lie!” cried Valentina fiercely, as she 
made a quick movement toward Cornel, but 
Armstrong held her back. ‘ Yes,” she said, 
calming as quickly as she had flashed into rage; 
* poor child, she is half mad with misery and 
disappointment. I will not speak—but pity.” 

Cornel held out her hands to Armstrong as 
Lady Dellatoria half turned away and linked 
her fingers upon his arm. 

** Before it is too late, Armstrong,” said Cor- 
nel softly. ‘No word of reproach shall ever 
come from those who love you.” 

He shook his head sadly. 

* Listen, dear,” she whispered, but her voice 
thrilled both. ‘* I come to you a weak woman, 
but strong ia my armor of love and truth. They 
tell me it is lowering, weak and contemptible, 
that Iam utterly lost to a woman’s sense of 
dignity and shame. But they do not know my 
love for you—yes, my love for you. I say it even 
before this creature, who cannot know the 
depth and truth of a pure woman's love—I 
come, I say, once again to plead, to beg of you 
to come. Let her go back to her own people ; 
come you to yours before it is too late.” 

“It is too late, girl,” said Valentina gently. 
“I forgive you all you have said in ignorance 
that my love is stronger, more womanly, than 
yours, In heaven's sight this is my husband 
now. We sorrow for you, and can pity. But 

co now, and leave us in peace, for it is too 
ate.” 

‘* Yes,” said Cornel, with a = sigh. 
‘*God forgive you, Armstrong! Iam beaten.” 
Then, as if inspired, her eyes flashed, and the 
color left her cheeks. *‘* Yes, it is too late.” 

There were voices on the stairs coming 
plainly to them, for Cornel had in ignorance 
left the door unlatched, so that the sounds 
were uninterrupted. 

‘* He’s got a lady with him.” 

‘*I know, girl. Stand aside. 
who I am?” ; 

** Yes, sir; Count Delly-tory, sir.” 

** Yes,” cried Cornel, with a start of horror, 
‘*her husband. Then it is too late.” 

**No,” cried Valentina fiercely ; ‘‘ your oppor- 
tunity, madame, for revenge.” 

She drew back, and stood there erect and 
proud, with defiance flashing through her thick 
veil as the Conte entered, quickly followed by 
Lady Grayson. A eery gold-topped — 
stick was in his hand, his lips were compressed, 
and it was plain to seein his pallid face and 
dilated nostrils that he was struggling with 
suppressed passion. 

He was making straight for Armstrong when 
his eyes fell upon Cornel, who stood now white 
and calm, as if ready to interpose. Then he 
looked sharply at the cloaked and veiled figure 
on the artist’s right. 

He stopped in astonishment, confused, and 
as if the supply of vital force which had urged 
him on had suddenly been checked. 

It was Armstrong’s opportunity. A few 
carelessly spoken, contemptuous utterances as 
to the meaning of this intrusion and the like 
would have sufficed to send the Conte back, 
mortified, and in utter ignorance, to vent his 
rage upon Lady Grayson, who, in her malig- 
nant desire to cast down her dearest confidante 
and friend from her throne, had brought him 
on there to be a witness of one of his wife's 
secret meetings with her lover, such as she bad 
vowed to him were er place. But Arm- 
strong, in utter scorn of all subterfuge, stood 
manly and ready to meet the man in full 
defiance, come what might. 

A terrible silence followed, for moments that 
felt to all like hours, while each waited for 
others to speak. 

It was Cornel’s opportunity, too, to bring her 
rival into shame and sweep her for ever from 
her path, and Valentina felt it as she stood 
there with her teeth clenched and face con- 
vulsed behind that veil. For, after all, in spite 
of her bravery and readiness to defy the man 
whose name she bore, she was a woman still, 
and instinctively shrank from the denoue- 
ment, knowing as she did that a terrible scene 
must follow, and another later, in spite of 
English laws, for it was an Italian pitted 
against a man who knew no fear. 

But Cornel remained silent, and Lady Gray- 
son scanned all in turn, ending by dsles her 
eyes upon the great canvas whose back was 
toward them where they stood, 

‘““I—I beg pardon—some mistake,” ‘stam- 
mered the Conte. ‘I did not know that—Curse 
you,” he whispered to Lady Grayson, and re- 
lapsing in his excitement into broken English. 
. a” make me with your silly cock-bull tale a 

ool.” 

Armstrong made no movement, said no 
word ; but Lady Grayson, in her keen percep- 
tion, read him as if he were an open page, and 
her eyes twinkled and flashed. 

The keen-witted American girl saw it too, 
and with all her gentleness and love she pos- 
sessed the quick perception and readiness of a 
peop!e born in a clearer air and sterner clime. 
In those moments, with all her hatred and 
scorn for the woman who was the blight upon 
her life, she shrank with all the tenderness of 
her nature from seeing her humbled to the 
very dust. More, she grasped the horror of 
tre situation; how that beneath the weak 
flippancy of the man of fashion there smoul- 
dered the hot passions of his countrymen—pas- 
sions which once roused are as hot and destruc- 
tive as the lava of their great volcano. She 
saw in imagination blows, and Armstrong in- 
juring or injured, either being too horrible to 
borne, Lastly, she detected Lady Grayson’s 
pian. 

‘It is for his sake,” she said to herself, ** not 
for hers;" and as, apparently prompted by a 
whisper from Lady Grayson, the blood flushed 
into the Conte's face again and he fixed his 
eyes on his wife, Cornel stepped forward and 
held out her hand. 

‘*Good-bye, Armstrong,” she said gently; 
“you have business with this lady and coasle: 
man; we shall see you another time. Come, 
signora,” 

She turned and held out her hand to Valen- 
tina, proving herself a better actress, for there 
was a smile upon her lip, and she bent forward 
as if whispering something through the veil, 
the only utterances being the words: 

‘*Don't hesitate. Quick!” 

Valentina started—half stunned. Then, as 
if moved by a stronger will than her own, she 
laid one white hand on Cornel's arm, and, just 
bending her head to Armstrong, they moved 
slowly toward the door, 

It was the left hand and ungloved. 

Cornel saw it, and could not restrain a start. 
The hand was ungloved, and upon it sparkled 
several rings, for there had been no need of 
late to keep up the disguise so closely—and one 
of those rings was of plain gold, 

They were nearly at the door, the Conte draw- 
ing back on one side to let them pass, Lady 
Grayson on the other, Armstrong still un- 
moved and feeling as if a hand were compress- 
ing his throat, while Cornel, as she moved 
with the set smile upon her lip, felt that the 
hand upon her arm trembled and fancied she 
heard a sob. 

‘Tt is for his sake,” she said to herself, “‘ for 
his sake ;”and the next moment they would 
have been outelde the door, when, with one 
quick movement, Lady Grayson reached out 
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her hand and snatched the veil from Valen- 


tina's face. 

The Conte uttered a cry of e, and made a 
dash at her, but she avoided him and sprang 
toward Armstrong, who caught her in his arms 
bus so as to have his right at liberty. 

But it was not free in time, for the Conte 
with acry of rage swung round and brought 
down the heavy ebony stick witha sickening 
crash upon the artist’s head, then caught 
Valentina from him as he went down senseless 
upon the floor. 

“Now amI such a simple idiot and fool?” 
said Lady Grayson in a quick whisper. 

‘* Yes; to talk now,” was the tierce reply. 
‘* Help me get her away, or I shall kill him.’ 

Without another word she went to Valen- 
tina’s side, and between-them they dragged 
her, sick almost unto death and half fainting, 
out of the studio and down the stairs to Lacy 
a: carriage, which was waiting at the 

oor. 

“Is anything the matter, miss? Can I do 
—- ?” said a voice. 

rnel looked up from where she was knee!- 
ing on one of the rugs with Armstrong’s head 
in her lap, and saw that the grimy little.face of 
Keren-Happuch was peering in at the door. 

Cornel looked at her wildly for a few mo- 
ments, and then in alow hoarse voice whie- 


pered : 
“Yes; quick, water.” Then, with a 
iteous sigh, ‘ Oh, the blood—the blood !|— 
elp |—quick, quick! He is dying. Oh, my 


love, my love, that it should come to this !” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 
THE AWAKENING. 
“Don't be in a flurry, miss,” said Keren- 
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you'll soon see.” 


plaster. 


gether, and cleverly strapped it up. 


‘Hold this handkerchief pressed to it tight- 
ly, while I bathe his temples,” said Cornel ; 
and, as the little maid obeyed, she watched 
with wide-open eyes the pulse felt and the 
temples bathed before a few drops from a stop- 
pered bottle were added toa wine-glassful of 


water and gently poured between his lips. 


Happeck coolly ; ‘‘ he ain’t so very bad. Here, 


She rushed into the bed-room and returned 
with a basin, sponge and towel, which, to her 
surprise and annoyance, were taken from her 
hand; and she saw Cornel, with deft manipu- 
lation, bathe the cut, examine it, and then take 
from her pocket a little case, out of which she 
drew a pair of scissors and a leaf of adhesive 
A minute later she had closely clipped 
away alittle of the hair, pressed the cut to- 


‘*Lor’, if she ain’t one o’ them female doc- 


tors,” thought Keren-Happuch. ‘* Woade 


what she's give him to drink.” 


r 


There was a singular look of dislike con- 
densed into a frown on the girl's brows as she 
watched Cornel, and a jealous scowl or two as 
she saw her take Armstrong's hand and kneel 
by his side, os for some signs of returning 


animation ; but at 
could not keep her tongue quiet. 

**I say,” she whispered, ‘ 
miss?” 


ast it seemed as if the girl 


are you a doctor, 


**No; my brother is a medical man, though, 
and I have been often to a hospital and helped 


him as a nurse,” 
‘“‘Oh, then you know what's right. 
oughtn’t he to have some beef tea?” 


Bat 


Cornel shook her head, and Keren-Happuch 


was silent for a few minutes, but she covld re 
frain no longer. 


‘*You're the 'Merrican lady he was engaged 


to, aren’t you?” 
Cornel bowed. 
“I thought you was. 
letters with Bosting on ‘em, lots of times.” 
Cornel sighed. 
‘* You're going to marry him ain’t you?” 
“ a” 
* Then it’s all off?” 
pee 


I've took him your 


Keren-Happuch looked relieved. The scowl 
disappeared from her countenance and she 


smiled at Cornel. 
‘Don’t you take on about it, miss. 
worth it. 


It ain't 
I allers liked Mr. Dale, and he makes 


me feel as if I'd do anything for him, and I 
allus have done as much as missus'd let me; 
but it’s po use to worry about artisses ; they're 
all like Mr, Dale—all them as we've had here.” 


Cornel looked at her indignantly. 

“Oh, it ain’t my fault, miss. 
him to have ladies come to see him. 
and had many a good cry about it. Not as he 
ever thought anything about me.” 

Cornel looked at the girl in wonder and 
horror. 


**But he was allers kind to me, and never 
called me names, and made fun of me like the 


others did. On'y Miranda, and I didn’t mind 
that. Them others teased me orful, you know. 


Men ain't much good, but you can’t help liking 


of ‘em.” 


“ Hush !" whispered Cornel, ‘‘he is coming 


to. 
For there was a quivering about his lips, and 
then his eyes opened wildly, to gaze vacantly 
upward for some moments before memory reas- 
serted itself and he gave a sudden start and 
looked sharply round. 

Cornel suppressed a sigh. 

‘* Not for me,” she said to herself ; and she 
was right. It was not for her. 

She knew it directly, for he turned to her, 
caught her wrist and said excitedly : 

“Gone?” 

“Yes : they are gone,” 

“ But Lady Dellatoria—gone, with him ?” 

The words seemed as if they would choke her, 
but Cornel spoke out quite plainly, and with- 
out a tremor in her voice, though there wasa 
terrible compression at her breast. 

“Yes,” she said calmly, though every word 
she uttered caused her a pang ; *‘ she has gone 
back with her husband.” 

Armstrong lay perfectly still for a few 
minutes, thinking deeply. Then, as if resolved 
what to do, he said sharply : 

‘Help me up.” 

. Cornel bant over him, but he turned from 
ler, 

“No, no, not you ; Miranda.” 

The girl eagerly helped him to rise, and he 
leaned upon heras she guided him to a chair. 

“Thanks,” he said huskily. ‘* Now, you 
walt there.’ 

The girl stopped at the place he had pointed 
out, watching Armstrong as he signed toCornel 
t> approach, and held out his hand. 

She took it mechanically, and held it fast. 

** Thank you for what you have done,” he 
said. ‘* Now goand forget me. You see Il am 
hopelessly gone. It was to be, and it is of no 
use to fight against fate. Now go back to your 
brother,” 

* And leave you—sick ?” 

‘“Yes:evenif{ weredying. Gcd bless you, 
dear! Thiak of me asI used to be.” 

‘* Armstrong!” she cried, with her hands ex- 
tended toward him, but he waved her off. 

‘““No, no. Iama scoundrel, but not black 
ono for that. Go back to your brother.” 

“Got” 

= Yes 2 
now, 

She could b2ar no more. Her chin sank upon 
her breast, and with one low, heart-wrung 
sigh she went quickly from the room. 

“Thank heaven that’s over,” muttered Arm- 
strong. ‘*‘Now for the end, and the quicker 
the better. Life is not worth living, after all.” 

He looked sharply round to where Keren- 
Happuch stood wiping her eyes upon her apron. 

‘* Here, girl!” he cried, 

‘* Yes, Mr. Dale, sir.” 

“Go at once to Mr. Lerondes rooms—you 
kiow—in Poland street, and ask him to come 
on here at once.” 

‘* But are you fit to leave, sir?” 

* Yes, yes. Go quickly.” 

The girl hurried off on her mission, leaving 
the artist thinking. 


insist. You cannot forgive me 


**He would challenge me if I did not chal- | dear Dale. 


lenge him. I suppose it ought to come from 
me after the blow, for me to prove that I am 
not un lache, as our French friends term it. 
A duel! What a mockery! Well, better so. 


Lat him shoot me and have done withit. There i and I see zat your honneur is satisfy. 





I never wanted 
I've gone 
down into the kitchen along with our old cat 
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It 
It will 
She can deal more tender] 
with my memory as dead than she could wit 
I should be a blight upon her 


is not room here for us both. Poor Cornel! 
will be like making some expiation. 
leave her free. 


me living still. 
pure young life. 
He lay 


Ah! if we had never met.” 


hard work to control his thoughts, 

For he was wanderin 
nel, who had forgiven 
was dead. 


his throbbing brain. 


He woke up from a dream crowded with de- 
lirious fancies, and uttered an ejaculation of 
satisfaction, for his brain was clear again, and 
Leronde was standing before him waiting to 


know why he had been fetched. 


CHAPTER XXV. 
THE SECOND SECOND, 


** Ah, oui, of course,” said Leronde, exhaling 


a little puff of smoke, “ It is so, of course. 


know. [If there had been no knog viz ze stique, 
But viz ze 
knog viz ze stique, so big a knog, I sink you 
Igo at 


ze huzziband would shallenge you. 


shallenge him, and satisfy l honneur. 
once and ask him to name his friends,” 


“ Yes, I suppose that will be right,” said 


Armstrong after a few moments’ thought. 


“But Iam not sure that you can fight so 


soon.” 

** Why ?” 

** You ‘ave ze bad head.” 

* Bah ; a mere nothing. 
course, as you say it cannot be here. 
Is not that someone on the stairs ?” 


They were not left in doubt, for Keren- 
Happuch came in, round-eyed and wondering, 
with a couple of cards in her apron-guarded 


thumb and finger. 


**Please, Mr. Dale, sir, here’s two doctors 


** One is bad, 


come to see you.” 
** Ma foi! two,” cried L2ronde, 
too much, Send zem away, my friend.” 
“ Bah! 
Keren-Happuch hurried out. 
tinued Armstrong. 


suppose.” 


e. 
** Aha !—holding out the cards—that is agen 

am 
glad, for I was gettin’ head muddled after all, 
Now we are 


cried Leronde. “He shallenge then. 


vezzer you ought to shallenge. 
quite square.” 


A minute later two important-looking men 
to whom Leronde at once 
advanced with a dignified mien, receiving them 
and listening to the declaration of their mis- 
sion, and after a few exchanges of compliments 
on one side of the studio, away from where 
Armstrong sat scowling, they left with the 
understanding that Leronde was to wait upon 


were ushered in 


them shortly to arrange all preliminaries. 


‘*T am still not quite satisfy,” said Leronde 
‘*T ought to have been first and 


thoughtfully. 
take your shallenge to him.” 


** But what does it matter if we are to meet?” 


** But you vas ze insulte.” 


* Indeed?” said Armstrong with a bitter 
But let 
Help me te lie down on that couch 


smile. ‘‘Opinions are various, boy. 
that rest. 


and give me a cigar.” 


Leronde obeyed, watching his friend anxi- 


ously. 

** You vill not ba vell enough to fight.” 
“T will be strong enough to fight, 
cried Armstrong savagely. ‘‘ There, wait a 
bir. Itis too soon to follow them yet;” and 
for a while they sat and smoked, till Leronde 

burst out with : 
**T am so glad you go to fight, my dear Dale.” 
** Are you?” said Armstrong gruffly. 
‘“*Yes; itdo me good that you are ready to 
fight m’sieu le Conte like a gentleman. I 


thought all Englishmans degrade themself viz 
You have ze 
muscle great, but so have z2 dustman and ze 


le boxe. Bah! it is not good. 
navigator ; let them fight—so.” 

** But look here, Leronde ; this must be kept 
a secret from everyone.” 

**Oh, certainement, name of a visky and so- 
daire. I tell nobdis. You think I go blab and 
tell of z2 meeting? Valkaire! Mums!” 

** Have vou ever seen one of these affairs at 
home?” 

‘*Oh no, my friend, not chez moi—at home, 
It was in the Bois de Boulogne.” 

** And you saw one there?” 

** Fonr—five—and all were journalists. I was 
in two as principal, in two as friend of my 
friend, and in ze oder one I go as ze friend of 
ze docteur.” 

“Then you quite understand how it should 
be carried out?” 

** Yes, yes, yes,” said Leronde. nearly closing 
his eyes, and nodding his head weer times. 
**Soyez content. I mean make yourself sholly 
comfortable, and it shall all go off to the mar- 
vel.” 

“Very well, then. I leave myself in your 
hands,” s 

‘That is good. Everything shall be done as 
you say first-class.” 

* And about weapons?” 

“* You ere ze person insulte, and you have ze 
choice. Le sword, of course,” cried Leronde ; 
and, throwaag himself on guard he foiled, par- 
ried, ani hopped about the studio, as if he 
were encountering an enemy. 

** Sit down, man,” said Atesctrona peevish- 
ly. ** No; I choose the pistol.” 

** My friend! Oh!” 

**It is shorter and sharper.” 

‘* Butyou do not vant to shoot ze man for 
stealing fence like angels, and there will be a 
little gentlemanly play ; you prick ze Conte in 
ze arm, honneur is satisfy, you embrace, and 
we return to Paris. What can be better than 
that ?” 


** Pistol!" said Armstrong sternly. 

** But you do not want to shoot ze man for 
stealing away his vife.” 

** No,” said Armstrong in a low voice. “I 
want him to shoot me,” 


You are a fonnay fellow, my 
You will not talk like zat when 
you meet, Zs sword ?” 

** Pistols.” 

**As you will,” said the Frenchman, shrug- 
ging his shoulders. *“‘ You are my nates 

go 


** Ha—ha ! 





1s not the only one who, when she sees the beneficial effects of such a pure soap as BABY’S 
OWN oa her own or baby’s shin, exclusively adopts it for all toilet purposes, but observes 
also that she is not imposed upon by any of the worthless imitations which grocers will tell 


her “ are just as good.” 


THE ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., MONTREAL. 


bh 


ack, feverish and excited, for the 
blow had had terrible effect, and there were 
minutes when he was half delirious, and had 


away now with Cor- 
im because Valentina 
Then it was Cornel who was dead, 
and he was with the Contessa far away in 
some glorious land of flowers, fruit and sun- 
shine; but the fruit was bitter, the flowers 
gave forth the scent of poison, and the sun 
beat down heavily upon his head, scorching 


I am ready ; but, of 
Listen ! 


Show them up,” said the artist ; and 
** Look,” con- 
“Italians; his friends, J 


man,” 









































ze preliminary. 
banker?” 

** Yes, of course, 
said Armstrong. 


he was 
his hea 
eyes now sparkling with excitement, 


ve ave for ze ozaire seconde?” 


came. 
‘OF course. 
to go vis me to meet ze ozaire secondes,” 


lives withering and dying daily. 


despondent manner. 
altered. 
walked as if on air. 
for following the tracks of either 


to Pacey’s lodgings. 


editor had taken confounded liberties.” 


public gone to the dogs?’ 
**No, no, mon ami; 
** Keep it, then.” 
““No, no; it is for you as well. 


whom are you going to fight ?” 


‘**Oh, of course,” 
‘** Exactly, just in — line.” 
* [ knew you would 


which was refused. 


meerschaum., 
mania? Who’s the happy man ?” 

* Armstrong Dale, of course, for certaine.” 

** What !" roared Pacey. ‘“ Who with ?” 

** Z3 Conte Dellatoria, my friend.” 

‘* The devil. Has it come to that ?” 

“ But yes. 
to find out some oder day.” 


mendously. 


ronde. 

“Help him? Certainly.” 

‘*IT knewit. Pacay, my friend, you are one 
grand big brique.” 

**Oh, yes, I am,” cried Pacey banteringly. 


** Now, then, how wasit?” 
**Ze Conte follow his vife chez Armstrong, 


find zem togezzer, and knog our dear friend 


down viz a cane.” 
‘*Humph! Serious as that?” 
“Oh, yes. There is a great offence of course. 


Zey meet in Belgium, and we go togezzer to 
see za friend of ze Conte and arrange ze—ze— 


ze—vat you call zem?” 

** Preliminaries?” 

** Precisely. Now, my dear ole friend, you 
put on your boot an’ ze ozer coat, and brush 


your—oh, horreur! why do you not get zem 


cut short like mine?” 

** Because I don’t want to look like a convict. 
Come in here.” 

Pacey seized his tobacco jar and a box of 
matches. 

‘*Got any cigarette papers?” 

** But yes, and plenty of cigarettes.” 

** Come in here then.” 

He opened the door leading into his little 
bed room, and Leronde followed him. 

Pacey banged down the tobacco jar upon the 
ee and then threw open the win- 

ow. 

**Come and look out here,” he cried. 

** But we have no time to spare, m 

**Come and look out here.” roared Pacey. 

As Leronde approached him wonderingly, 
Pacey seized him by the collar and half dragged 
his head out. 


‘*Look down there,” he said, pointing into 


the square pit-like place formed by the backs 
of the neighboring houses from the second 
floor, where they stood. tothe basement ; ** you 
can’t jump down there.” 

‘* My faith, no. It would be death.” 

** And there is no way of climbing on to the 
roof.” 

Leronde shook his head and looked to see if 
his friend was mad. 

** And you cannot fly.” 

**No; i leave zat to your cocksparrow de 
Londres,” said Leronde, trying to conceal his 
wonder and dread by a show of hilarity. 

“That's right, then. You sit down there 
and smoke cigarettes till I come back.” 

‘** But, my friend, z2 engagement, ze meeting 
viz z2 amis of ze Conte. What go you todo?’ 

*“*See Armstrong Dale and bring him to his 


senses, If I can’t—go and break the Count’s 
neck.” 

**But, mon cher Pacey!” cried Leronde, 
*Thonneur !" 


‘**Hang honor!” roared bis friend. ‘I'm 
going in tor common sense ;" and before the 
Frenchman could arrest him the door was 
banged to, locked, the key removed, and steps 
were heard on the landing; then the sitting- 
room was locked, and with his face full of per- 
plexity L2ronde lit a fresh cigarette. 

**Faitn of a man, these English,” he said ; 
**gey are mad, as Shakespeare did say about 
Hamlet, and I am sure if zey do shave Sho 
Pacey head zey will find ze big crack right 


across him.’ 
(To be Continued. ) 


For Sunstroke 
USE HORSFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE, 

Dr. A. L. Zurker, Melrose, Minn., says: ‘It 
produced a gratifying and remarkable regener- 
ating effect in a case of sunstroke.” 

—__—_—-- 
A Diplomatic Answer. 


**Can't you settle this bill to day, senator?” 
asked the tailor of the delinquent legislator. 

**No, Snip; it wouldn't be parliamentary. 
I've merely glanced over it, you know, and I 
can’t pase a bill until after its third reading.” 





—-— 


To Columbian Exposition 


Via the Wabash vestibuled trains running to 
Chicago every day in the yoo are the finest 
known to the railway service. They are com- 
plete and solid vestibuled from end to end, the 
entire train being a moving palace of connected 
apartments. All Wabash orains stop at Engle- 
wood, near 60th street ei@rance to the World's 
Fair ; electric cars direct to unds every five 
minutes et your tickets via Detroit and the 
banner route. J. A. Richardson, Canadian 
Passenger Agent, north-east corner of King 
and Yonge streets, Toronto. 


The Ups and Downs of Life, 


‘*T shall never believe there has been much 
romance in your life, Mr. Bond.” 

** Well, there has. I proposed toan heiress 
by mail, She accepted me by telegram, which 








then to see ze friend of m’sieu le Conte, and to 
make all ze preparations for to cross to Bel- 
gium, but, my faith, my dear Dale, it is very 
awkward : I have not ze small shange for all 
May I ask you to be my 


I ought to have thought,” 


He went to his desk and took out the neces- 
sary sum, passed it to the voluble little French- 
man, who rese, shook him by both hands, 
looked at him with tears in his eyes, told him 
roud of him, and then hurried off with 
erect, his hat slightly cocked and his 


“Step ze first to be in ordaire; whom shall 


He frowned severely and walked on a few 
yards, looking very thoughtful. Then the idea 


Sho Pacey. He will be proud 


Leronde had been in the lowest of low spirits 
that morning. The news from Paris had been 
most disastrous for gentlemen of communistic 
principles, who, in spite of crying ‘' Vive la 
Commune!” saw the uofortunate idol of their 
Money, too, 
had heen very “shorts,” as he called it, and he 
had gone to Armstrong Dale’s in the most 
But now all that was 
He had money in his purse and 
Chere was no opportunity 

‘la Gloire, 
or l'Amour;” but here was ‘‘!’honneur,” the 
other person of a Frenchman’s trinity, calling 
him to the front ; and on the strength of the 
funds in hand, he entered the first tobacconist’s 
and bought a whole ninepenny packet of cigar- 
ettes, and then smoked in triumph all the way 


This gentleman was growling over a notice 
of the Old Masters’ Exhibition which he had 
written for a morning paper, and with which, 
to use his own words, **The humbug of an 

‘*‘Hallo! Sigaor Barricado, what’s up? Re- 
ut great news—a secret.” 


An affaire of 


honneur.” 

‘*An affair of fluff! Bosh! we don’t fight 
here.” 

‘ No,” said Leronde, frowning fiercely. 
* Belgium,” 

“Why, you confounded young donkey, 


“I fight? But no; I am one seconde. I 
come to you as my dear friend to be ze ozaire.” 
cried Pacey ironically. 


»’ cried Leronde, lighting 
a fresh cigarette and offering the packet, 


‘“ Bah! I like a draught, not a spoonful,” 


growled Pacey, takiag up and filling his big 
‘Now then about this honor 


Why not? Zes huzziband is sure 


* Paew !” whistled Pacey, wiping his brow. 
Then striking a match, he began to smoke tre- 


“And you will help our friend?” said Le- 


friend.” 














an error of transmission made a refusal. I 
went West. When I returned her father had 
failed and she had married a poor man. 
recovered the amount of her dowry, with in- 
terest, from the telegraph company, but lost it 
all when she sued me for breach of promise.” 








Not Crude Material. 


Scott’s Emulsion is Cod Liver Oil perfected 
and is prepared upon the principle of its diges- 
tion and assimilation in the human system ; 
— it is given without disturbing the stom- 
ach, 





The Wizard's Next Feat. 3 


“I think I shall soon turn my attention to 
one of the greatest problems that I have ever 
thought of solving, and that is, the direct con- 
trol of the energy that is stored up in coal, so 
that it may be employed without waste and at 
& very small margin of cost,” said Mr. Edison. 
‘** Ninety per cent. of the energy that exists in 
coal is now lost in converting it into power. 
- . . Now that isan awful waste, and even 
a child can see that if this wastage can be saved 
it will result in vastly cheapening the cost of 
everything which is manufactured by electric 
or steam power. In fact, it will vastly cheapen 
the cost of all the necessaries and luxuries of 
life, and I suppose the results will be of might- 
ier influence upon civilization than the develop- 
ment of the steam engine and electricity has 
been. It will, in fact, do away with steam 
engines and boilers, and make the use of steam 
power as much a tradition as the stage coach 
now is. 

Mr. Edison looks further ahead than this 
campaign, for he said: ‘I think it quite likely 
that I may try to develop a plan for marine 
signaling. . . I should use the well known 
principle that water isa more perfect medium 
for carrying vibrations than air, and should 
develop instruments which may be carried upon 
sea-going vessels, by which they can transmit 
or receive, through an international code of 
signals, reports within a radius of say ten 
miles,”"—McClure's Magazine, 








If You Have 


Scrofula, 

Sores, Boils, or 

any other skin disease, 
take 


ens 


the Superior 
Blood-Purifier 
and Spring Medicine. 
Cures others, 


will cure you 





New Facts About the Dakotas 


is the title of the latest illustrated pamphlet 
issued by the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway regarding those growing states, whose 
wonderful crops the past season have attracted 
the attention of the whole country. It is full 
of facts of special interest for all not satisfied 
with their present location. Send to A. J. 
Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Palmer 
House Block, Toronto, Ont., for a copy free of 
expense. 


SL eaten. 


Consumption 


is oftentimes absolutely 
cured in its earliest stages 
by the use of that won- 


derful 


Food Medicine, 








A Piscene Query. 
Tommy—Can the fish see to swim right 
through those big breakers, Mamma? 
Mamma-— Yes, Tommy ; why? | 
Tommy—Why, because [ should think the | 
suds would get in their eyes. 





—_— = ——_— 





The Earth is Shrinking. 


Sir Edwin Arnold in one of his recent letters 
says: ‘The world we live in is becoming sadly 
monotonous as it shrinks year by year to 
smaller and smaller dimensions under the 
rapid movement provided by limited passenger 
trains and swift ocean steamships.” 

The New York Central, by the introduction | 
of its Empire State express, has perhaps toa | 
greater degree than any other force on this con- 
tinent, aided this shrinking process. It is now 
possible, by taking this fastest train in the 
world, to breakfast leisurely at your home or 
hotel in New York, and dine in Buffalo or 
Niagara Falls, almost 450 miles away, at your , 
usual hour. Toronto people can leave Union = 
Station at 7.50 a.m. and connect with this train 
at Buffalo, reaching New York the same even- 
ing at 10.30. Apply by mail to Edson J. Weeks, 


general agent New York Central, Butftalo, | U NM fw S 
N. Y., for copy of one of the Four Track Series. FRUIT SALINE 


Scott's 
Emulsion 


high 





which is now in 


repute the world over. 
“CAUTION.” —Beware of substitutes 


Genuine prepared by Scott & Bowne, 
Belleville. Sold by all druggists. 








A Pcoud Father, 


Forrester—What’s the matter with Jones? 
He never speaks to a body now. 
Lancaster—Of course not. Their new baby 
weighed fifteen pounds. 
OO nS 


_ Keeps youin Health, is delightfully refresh- 
ing, and a great safeguard against infectious 
diseases, No traveller or family should be with- 
outit. Sold by chemists throughout the world. 
W. G. DUNN & CO. Works, Croydon, England 








Piso’s emedy for Catarrh is the 
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest. 


CATARRH. 


Sold by druggk ts or sent by mail, 50c. 
E. T. Haz eltine, Warren, Pa. U 8S, A. 





The Locke Case. 


JORDAN Bay, N. S., July 10.—Mr. Samuel 
Locke, whose wonderful discovery of a rich 
gold mine of pure health was mentioned in a 
despatch from here last week, has been doing 
good missionary work among the sick and 
afflicted of the neighborhood. He has found 
many cases of kidney trouble, diabetes, etc., and 
has always recommended Dodd's kidney pills 
which worked such a grand cure in his own S cw BERGER 
case. The virtues of this remedy are becoming 
widely known in this section and it has grown 
very popular. Mr. Locke informed your cor- 
respondent that he was constantly receiving 
enquiries concerning his illness and the bene- 
ficial results of his use of Dodd's kidney pills. 
His invariable reply is, that the pills ‘“ are 
everything that is good.” Enquiry shows that 
the merchants find it difficult to keep a supply 
— pills in stock, so great is the demand for 
them, 










The only natural mineral water now supplied to Her 
Majesty, the Queen of England, under Royal Warrant. 

Professor WaNKLYN, of London, Eng., states: “I have 
analyzed the Godes-Berger water, and find that itTis ex- 
quisitely pure. Ite saline ingredients are normal, just 
those required to form an excellent table water.” 


tmee IT 


Acting agent at Toronto 


AUGUSTE BOLTE 





Overheard at Sunday-School. 


‘* And for what purpose was the rainbow set 
in the heavens, Willie?” 

‘**As a promise to Noah that there wasn’t 
goin’ to be no more floods, so’s he could sell his 
yacht and get money to support the family on.” 47 Colborne Street 
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Are you going to the mountains, the sea- 
shore or to Muskoka this summer ? Wher- 
ever you go you can have your favorite 
paper. SATURDAY NiGHT is mailed to any 
address in Canada or United States for 20c. 
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A Curious Coincidence. 


I, 


T was a blazing hot summer afternoon, 
the lawn was green, silvered with gray 
dust, the flaring red geraniums gazed 
up with unabashed deflance at the 
golden sun, the sky was stone-blue 
with heat, the birds were utterly 
silent, every blind was drawn down 

- in the Rectory house, every window 
shaded with closely fastened curtains, Far in 
the distance the lake and the sky met in a 
mist of torridity. Down at the end of the 
Rectory garden are four pine trees, set in a 
little square. They are fifty feet high now, 
but Millicent, sitting under their fragrant 
shadows, remembers when they were dapper 
little treelets, when even she, small as she 
was, could see over their pointed topmost 
spears. 

She is working industriously at some fanci- 
ful pattern in twine knots, and twists, and 
turns galore are growing as the sun rides lower 
to the west. It is not brainy work, and Milli- 
cent’s thoughts sre roaming far from it. She 
thinks of distant lands, of sea shores, of moun- 
tain tops dazzling with virgin snow, of tropical 
woods festooned with strange plants, growing 
and living on air. Suddenly she shivers, a 
strong, convulsive shudder, and thinks no 
longer of nature, frigid or tropical. She looks 
round expectantly, and then after watching in 
an earnest, half-startled way every possible 
avenue of approach to her bower, she smiles 
faintly, shakes her head, twists her shoulders 
about nervously, and rising, goes zig-zag from 
shade to shade into the darkened Rectory. All 
the way she is thinking of someone—someone 
far away, but very dear—dear in the whole- 
some friendly affection which is humanity’s 
most noble feeling. She seems to see him, 
with mischievous eyes alight and lips break- 
ing into smiles, and she smiles back at her 
heart-picture and wonders once more at the 
chill which made her shudder just now, It is 
three o’clock. The silver clock chimes through 
the darkened hall, and again she shudders, in 
quite involuntary fashion. She collects her- 
self. ‘‘I will write to him,” she says, and she 
opens her desk. His last letter lies on top of 
the contents, his funny, cheery, comical letter, 
detailing the foibles and fancies of a summer 
watering-place; not much endearing tone, not 
many fond words, for they are not iovers, only 
the truest friends you ever saw, each proud of 
the other, each expecting great .things of the 
other, and so mutually helping, spurring, de- 
lighting one another. She reads his letter, 
half thinking of its contents, half thinking of 
him ; she doesn’t smile and she does not write. 

The moments pass and once more she shud- 
ders. Now she becomes restless and nervous, 
and hurriedly closes desk and letter and runs 
downstairs singing, and overwhelms her quiet 
mother with a young girl’s pretty chatter. It 
is just four o'clock. 





Il. 

June and July at the seashore, how he has 
enjoyed them! Lyingon the rocks, with half 
a dozen young women in summery attire 
perched round him, with a dozen children 
floundering in and out of the shallows under 
the shadow of the tall cliffs, he has dreamed 
many an afternoon away. ‘ Wasting time?” 
do you say. No! for the grave-faced doctor 
who talked with him for half an hour had 
finished his talk with these words: ‘‘ Only per- 
fect rest can save your life.” And over-worked, 
over-tired, over-ambitioas as he was, the sea- 
side lounger knew the doctor spoke the truth, 
The delicious salt breeze played over the danc- 
ing waves, Here it wascool and shady: there 
diamonds, emeralds and opals rolled in the sun- 
shine ; here was quiet and drowsy rest; there 
motion, life, mystery. The girls strayed away 
and lefc him, the children followed—all but one 
little maid who had adopted him into her 
enthusiastic child-heart and worshipped him. 
She sat seriously watching him as he drifted 
into sleep, her child-soul wrapped in God 
knows what of dreams and fancies. Then she 
sauntered down the beach to the fringe of 
bubbles that marked the reach of the last 
wave. On she stepped, and with her little 
white feet in the water she turned back for 
another look at her idol. A great wave came 
boisterously, a shrill cry cleft the air—another! 
The sleeper sprang to his feet. The child was 
gone! The little, quiet, tender, loving girl-child 
whose warm little hands had but now smoothed 
his hair and lain soft and moist in his. 
Suddenly a gleam ot white, a glitter of wet, 
gold curls shone on the crest of a wave. With 
a hoarse cry he dashed into the sea and swam 
out to that gleam and glitter. He caught her 
floating curls as she drifted, and struggled 
back to shore. When she smiled back into his 
white face something seemed to rise in his 
throat and strangle him ; he strained her to his 
heart, and then he suddenly sank on his knees, 
Something really choked him, something 
warm, cruel, red! The child burst into terrified 


shrieks; the girls came running back; the 
children rushed for help; the great hotel clock 
chimed three! Men and women with sorrowful, 
tender words came; a mother came and kissed 
his hands and blessed him; a tall father 
snatched the little maid to his breast and ran 
home with her, screaming and dripping; 4 
doctor, a holidaying hospital nurse, foir ser- 
vants with a venetian shutter and a cot mat- 
tress, from far and near they came, for he was 
well loved. 

They got him to the wide-piazzaed hotel, 
between dry, warm blankets; they hovered 
round his doorway, awed and sorrowing. 
Meanwhile he lay with merry eyes closed, with 
laughing lips pale. Once he motioned, for he 
dared not speak, and the hospital nurse di- 
vined, and handed him a card and a pencil. 
He wrote a few words, she enclosed the card in 
an envelope, and he scrawled thereon, ‘‘ Milli- 
cent May, The Rectory, Mayfield.” The hotel 
clock pointed to four o'clock. Suddenly he 
opened his eyes wide, raised his hand and said 
strongly, ‘‘ Millicent, good-bye.” The hotel 
clock struck four. 

And when the postman handed the envelope 
to Millicent she grew white, and as she 
read it she whispered, ‘‘ Yes, dear, I knew, I 
knew!” G. E. D. 
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Butter Was Dear. 


preach his first sermon, 


rustic hats. 





business. 


Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde’s Prize 
Fight. 


door. 





EARLY everyone has a hobby. 

Often it absorbs the whole energy 

of its victim, who is then called 

a genius or a crank, according to 

his popularity; but frequently 

hobbies are secondary in import- 

ance and have for their chief aim amusement. 

A tew years agolI read The Curious Case of 
Dr, Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, and have since often 
entertained myself by collecting illustrations 
of the general principle contained therein—the 
struggle between the spiritual and the animal 
of our nature. Many of these contests are 
more comic than tragic, especially the one I am 
about to relate. Since this incident occurred 
I have lost interest in the subject, thinking I 
could hope for no better illustration of my 
hobby, nor indeed another as good. 

It was the day after the great Sullivan-Cor- 
bett fight. Mail-time had arrived in the little 
town where I was then living, and the main 
streets was filled with groups of three or four, 
eagerly reading the account of the ‘‘mill.” So- 
ciety for the time was divided into two classes, 
those who won their bets and those who lost 
them. ‘“ The submerged tenth” was repre- 
sented by those who didn’t bet and wished 
they had, ridiculed by the winners and despised 
by the losers on the principle that ‘‘’Twas bet- 
ter to have bet and lost than never to have bet 
at all.” 

Entirely outside the pale must be placed the 
little band who were confessedly opposed to 
the whole affair, and leading on the van of 
these were the two worthy ministers of the 
place, destined to be immortalized here. 

That day, poor men, they had lost all their 
faith in humanity, forgetting that the little 
leaven of Old Adam, which is common to all, 
is very apt to leaven the whole lump. Parson 
M——’s heart was indeed heavy, for had he not 
seen his right-hand deacon explaining a 
wrinkle in boxing to an intensely interested 
audience? And had not the aforesaid deacon, 
instead of * wilting,” failed to recognize his be- 
loved pastor as he strode by? 

On the other hand, Parson G—— had actually 
seen a pillar of his church counting over a 
‘“‘wad” he had just received, and chuckling to 
himself the while. ‘‘ And after my sermon on 
the Deceitfulness of Riches,” the parson seemed 
to groan as he walked hastily by. ‘I shall 
prepare a discourse on the Depravity of Man, 
without fail, for next Sunday.” 

During the afternoon of this woeful day 
these two gentlemen met in the public read- 
ing-room of the town. Dejection marked their 
every feature. Mankind after all, in his real 
nature, was little removed from the savage. 

Naturally the conversation soon turned to 
the great fight. Parson G—— fired the first 
shot by terming it disgraceful. Parson M-— 
thundered, ‘‘Sir, it is a shame to civilization.” 
They warmed to their work soon and whole 
volleys of “shame,” ‘‘disgrace,” ‘ brutal,” 
‘* savage,” were hurled forth, until at last the 
enemy was totally demolished by Mr. M— 
who, after comparing the present popular 
taste to that of the Romans in their latter 
days, predicted as speedy a downfall in the 
future for us as they experienced in the past. 

Then the papers got their full share of blame. 
Now, we are assured that “ pride goeth before 
a fall,” and soon, to my great amusement, the 
speakers began to go more into particulars, 
One dwelt on the brutal description of such a 
round, the other on the horrible details of the 
finish, both with rather more gusto than was 
necessary. The description of Sullivan’s pound- 

ed face roused Mr, M——'s ire, while Mr. G 
vividly described how the catastrophe might 
have been averted, ostensibly with a view of 
making inferences concerning the stupidity of 
pugilists in general. Thus one detail led to a 


startled ears again : 
‘* Marthy, is the preacher gone yet ?” 


answered “ Yes, father.” 


eaten us out of house and home.” 
MARGUERITE, 
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A Mannish Weman Rebuked. 





this way: 


sent one, when she was interrupted by a quiet 
little Englishman : 


earth before you were a man ?” 


drown their chuckles. mA. B. 








Wanted—A Human Refrigerator. 





winter, her fate causes me much pain. 


of the world. 


temperature of several summers. 





and Repetition. 


eloquence that their eyes glared ; they squared 
outside world. 
their shoulders until it really looked as if very eee 


“illustrated” one. 
when they got through talking and calmed | puig every curve banished from the straight 
down. Action, we are gravely told, is always lines of her figure, I know that the fear of her 
followed by reaction, so when our two min-| disapproval would produce ahoar frost around 
isters realized how their feelings had overcome me in the room. PENNY. 
them “‘in a moment of weakness,” they were a 
perplexed and abashed pair of men. How had 
it happened? was swallowed up in the fact 
that it had happened. Like Longfellow’'s She was a coy young woman and she looked 
Arabs, they ‘folded their tents and silently | decidedly pretty in her new summer costume 
stole away.” when Guard White beheld her sitting on one 
I thought I could see those sermons on | of the divans in the art gallery yesterday after- 
Depravity in the waste-paper basket, and for | noon. He gave her several of his most killing 
once a guess of mine was right. Parson —— | looks and she responded with the sweetest of 
being of a buoyant turn had recovered a little, | smiles, and the heart of the young man in blue 
and had for his morning text the words, ‘‘ Let | beat so hard that the kettledrums in the Turk- 
us lay aside every weight, and the sin that | ish village were not to be compared for sound. 
doth so easily beset us,” At night Mr. M——,/ As he gazed into the young woman's limpid 
being pessimistic and still in the depths, an- | eyes the order of Col. Rice that all members of 
nounced in sepulchral tones the text, ‘** Vanity ' the Columbian guard must desist from flirting 








She Never Came Back. 
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of vanities, saith the preacher, all is vanity.” 
I could not help parodying Shakespeare, 
** Hath not a minister eyes? Hath not a mini- 
ster jhands, organs, dimensions, senses, affec- 






































































E was a very young man, a mere 
youth in fact, but he belonged to 
the Methodist persuasion and the 
reverend fathers had sent him 
away back to a country district to 


The most trying part of his career was over. 
It was Monday morning and he had preached 
three times on the preceding Sunday, or rather 
he had read, with a few extemporaneous but 
oratorical remarks of his own sandwiched in, 
three of his father’s thread-bare sermons ; but 
anyhow he had won experience at the expense 
of the unsophisticated tillers of the soil, and he 
had been admired almost to satiety, although 
he was & very vain young man, by many pairs 
of bright, girlish eyes peeping from beneath 


He was about to start on his homeward 
journey, but he lingered for a few parting 
words with the pretty daughter of his host, a 
shrewd calculating old farmer with an eye to 


‘*Ig the preacher gone yet, Marthy?” called 
the farmer’s voice from the regions of the back 


‘*No, father,” was Marthy’s reply, given 
with some trepidation lest her father should 
appear on the scene in his old working clothes 
and spoil the effect of her own pretty wrapper. 

No such evil befell her, however, and for ten 
minutes or so the chat went merrily on, when 
suddenly the farmer’s voice broke on their 


Marthy’s pretty lips were just framing the 
monosyllable ‘‘ No,” when a whispered ‘‘ Say 
yes” from the preacher, who scented some fun, 
prevailed against her better judgment, and she 


‘“*Well,” answered the farmer in a very 
grumbly tone, “I'm thankful to hearit. Did 
you ever in all your born days see a man 
eat so much butter as he did, and it so dear, 
too? If he’d been here another meal he’d have 


HERE is an amazing story told of 
one of those persons who think it 
au fait to propound the theory 
of pre-existence in public places. 
The scene of the incident was in 

the commercial room of a Scotch inn, and the 
time, dinner-time. The first couple of courses 
had been disposed of and the party were set- 
tling down to the serious part of the meal, 
when the “‘ Lady Commercial,” who had been 
allotted the lower end of the table, being the 
only lady present, propounded her theory. 
She was of that style of women classed usually 
as the “‘mannish woman,” a class not at all 
liked by the commercial class of men, who 
enjoy so little home life that they appreciate, 
perhaps more than any other class of men, the 
“womanly woman.” She put her thought in 


** Gentlemen,” she said, ,“‘ I am convinced in 
my own mind that I have been through this 
world before,” and was going on to elaborate 
her opinions and beliefs as to how her last trip 
through the world influenced her in the pre- 


‘IT beg your pardon madam,” he said, ‘* but 
do you not think that when you traveled this 


And the question pleased his male hearers 
so well that they had to make more than 
necessary noise with their knives and forks ::o 


DO not mean a square, dark receptacle 
lined with tin, in which milk and other 
perishable materials are treated with a 
distinction not yet accorded to the vital 
spark. Why does no one invent a place 
where we could be put on ice and allowed to 
respire feebly until the world is ready for us 
again? But my human refrigerator has left 
my side, and now that we are experiencing the 
cold summer which was to follow the cold 


She belongs to that small but invaluable 
class of the community from whom blows a 
perpetual cold gale of propriety upon the rest 
Early in our acquaintance I 
recognized her value as a refrigerator, and the 
frigidity of her lee side corrected the exuberant 


If you meet her you cannot fail to recog- 
nize the calm eyes never heated by an- 
ger or delight, the precise features where 
no faint hue of passion ever lingers. She 
is so proper that no one who earns a living 
can conceive of her, so proper that she has long 
since ceased to have any age—just a vague 
worse one, until I was forced to conclude they change like the mountains. She wears gloves 
must have studied that prize-fight quite as on the warmest days and couldn't exist with 
much as some of their sermons, studied it anything so shockingly improper as avoirdu- 
under the three laws of Intensity, Continuity pois, The only place where she is thoroughly 
= happy is by herself, and even there her feelings 
Finally, they were so carried away by their | .1. wounded by the dust carried in from the 


s But if I could see her folded hands resting 
little provocation would make their lecture an inher lap, her feet placed heel and toe on the 
But the best of all was | oarnet, her mouth in fixed repose according to 


doing nothing in Paris?’ ‘ Pardon, dear uncle,’ 
said I; ‘I write books.’ ‘So I was saying,’ 
said my 
ing,’” and Heine burst into shouts of laughter. 


was forgotten. As he walked proudly to and 
fro each turn brought him nearer to the smil- 
ing beauty and each time his manly bosom was 
thrilled by the smile she gave him. 

This sort of thing went on for several min- 
utes, when she arose, and, as she swept into 
the vestibule, she cast him a sidelong glance 
which plainly said, ‘‘Follow me.” The guard 
did so, By the side of one of the columns 
stood his charmer, and she extended a dainty 
hand, which sank out of view in his white 
glove, After a few minutes’ conversation the 
girl asked for the time and Guard White gal- 


-| lantly pulled from his vest pocket the hand- 


some gold watch he carried. 

“Oh, it is half-past three,” she cried, “ and I 
must let mamma know the time. She sits 
right in there. Poor, dear thing, she is 
awfully deaf, and one has to scream to make 
her hear. Just let me take your watch a mo- 
ment while I take it in and show it to her, and 
I will be right back.” 

It took the guard less than a second to un- 
snap the chain which held the timepiece and, 
handing ‘it to the charmer, he watched her 
run into the gallery. 

And then he waited for her return. 

She never came back.—Chicago Herald. 








Trying a New Plan. 





A man wearing a short-cropped beard and a 
striped cutaway coat strolled into an office in 
the Erie County Savings Bank building in 
Buffalo, and looked around carelessly. 

“‘Howdy?” he enquired of the office boy. 

“Fair,” replied the boy. ‘* Whadju want?” 

‘* Where’s the boss?” 

“That's him,” said the boy, pointing to an 
inner room, where a man was at work at a 
desk. 

The bewhiskered man walked in. He pulled 
a chair up beside the desk and sat down. The 
man at the desk looked upin surprise. ‘* What 
do you want?” he asked coldly. 

‘*Oh,” said the bewhiskered man, “I just 
dropped in to talk to you a few minutes. Quite 
an office you’ve got here.” 

‘*Yes,” replied the man at the desk, ‘“‘ but——” 

‘“* Kinder sloppy lookin’ furniture, though.” 

“I’m sorry you don’t like it.” 

‘*Oh, it don’t bother me none. That's as bum 
a desk as I've seen for some time.” 

** Now, see here——” 

‘*Pretty rocky suit of clothes you're wearin’.” 

The man at the desk got red in the face and 
jumped from his chair. ‘‘Dod blast you!” he 
shouted. ‘‘Whatdo you mean by coming in 
here and talking like that?” 

“Don’t get excited,” replied the man with 
the short-cropped beard calmly. ‘“ Sit down.” 

The man at the desk sat down. 

“*Wearin’ a dirty collar, too, ain't ye?” asked 
the visitor. 

The man at the desk got red in the face 
again. Before he had time to say anything 
the bewhiskered man continued: “I shu'd 
think you’d black your shoes. It don’t cost 
much, and them you're wearin’ is disreputable.” 

The man at the desk pranced around the 
room. ‘‘Get out of here!” he shouted. ‘‘Get 
out or I'll call a policeman.” 

‘* Don't get excited,” urged the man with the 
beard. ‘It’s bad for the nerves, That’s the 
worst fittin’ coat I ever see.” 

The man at the desk was dumfounded. He 
was so mad that he could not talk. ‘ An’,” 
continued his visitor deliberately, ‘‘I notice 
that that hat of your’n is last season's style, 
an’ that you hain’t had a shave to-day, an’ 
that your hair needs cuttin’ an’ that it wouldn't 
hurt anythin’ if you had this floor swep’ oncst 
or twicsta month. The air is durn bad here, 
too.” ; 

By this time the man at the desk had gath- 
ered his dazed faculties. He picked up a heavy 
ruler, and walked over to the man with the 
short-cropped whiskerr. ‘‘ Now,” he said, as 
calmly as possible, ‘‘ what in heaven’s name 
do you mean by coming and talking like that ? 
Tell me before I batter the life out of you.” 

‘* Well,” said the man with the whiskers de- 
liberately, ‘‘I called in to see if I could insure 
you in the Early Bird Mutual Endowment So- 
ciety, which offers the best insurance on the 
globe at the lowest rates.” 

The other fell back in his chair in blank 
amazement. ‘ You—want—to insure me?” 
he gasped. ‘ And talk like that?” 

“Cert.,” said the man with the whiskers. 
‘I'm dead tired jollying people, and I thought 
I'dtry another lay. What do you think of it ? 
Little idea of my own.” 

The man at the desk arose from his chair. 
He reached over and grasped his visitor by the 
collar and pulled him to his feet. Then he 
hit him over the head with the ruler and 
knocked him down, He then proceeded to 
wipe the floor with him, After he had jumped 
all over his visitor he dragged him to the door 
and threw him out into the hall. 

Ten minutes later the door opened and the 
man with the short beard stuck his head in. 
The man at the desk jumped up and grabbed 
his ruler. ‘‘ Hol’ on, boss,” said the insurance 
man. ‘I want to ask you a question,” 

** What is it?” 

‘* Hain’t to be no more sluggin’, is there?” 

“No; I'll let up on you.” 

‘Well, on the dead an’ layin’ all business 
aside, that coat of your’n is a bum-fittin’ thing, 
ain't it?” 

The man who occupied the oftice forgot his 
promise and fired a law book at the insurance 
man. The latter immediately picked it up and 
bolted downstairs.— Buffalo Express, 


ee 


Doing Nothing. 


One day Dr. Heller, of the French Academy 
of Medicine, met the gifted German writer 
and satirist, Heine, in Paris. 

“Ah, dear poet,” said the doctor, ‘‘ you are 
all smiles this morning.” 

“It is for good reason, doctor. I have just 
been calling on my uncle from Hamburg, who 
is visiting Paris,” replied Heine. 

“Your uncle, the rich banker?” 

* Exactly.” 

“ Ah, then I understand your cheerful air,” 


**Oh, it is not on account of the thousand. 
franc note that that dear uncle aipoed into my 
hand. It is because of a remark he made to 
me, the true opinion of a banker, a Hebrew, 
andaGerman. After he had embraced me, he 
said : ‘ Well, my dear nephew, you are as usual 


uncle ; ‘you are always doing noth- 



































er at 


The Song of the Stream. 


Republished by request 


Gently glide little stream so still 
Under the drooping willows, 
Under the elms by the old stone mill, 
With many a gurgle and dancing rill, 
With many a ripple and murmur low, 
Stealing along where the daisies grow, 
Splashing with joy in the golden light, 
Chasing the shadows ‘twixt day and night, 
Crooning a song as you onward flow, 
A song 80 sad and a song 80 low, 
A strangely dreary, woeful dirge 
Sung to the musio of blithesome birde, 
“ Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh, 
Ah me! what a weary stream am I 
Under the glittering golden light, 
Under the nioon so calm and white 
Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh 
What a poor excuse for a river am I.” 


IL 
At eve in the depths of the woodland dim, 
That silent, mystical world, 
The home of the wood-nymph, the land of dream 
Where the fairies dance nor ever seem 
To know of a sun 80 strong and bright, 
For their wildest hour is the dead of night. 
At eve they creep from the fairies’ nook, 
And scramble down to the babbling brook, 
There, ‘midst the beds of sleeping flowers, 
They dance away the moon-lit hours, 
Dance till the fairy queen grows faint, 
And the tiny elves so strangely quaint 
Creep down to the edge of the smiling brook 
To drink, and then with a roguish look, 
Laugh back in the face of the mirrored moon, 
Which smiling sinks and sinking sets too soon. 
Then the fairy queen glides out and murmurs low, 
Hush ! little elves, before we turn to go, 
List to the song of our restless friend, 
He who forever rune until at yonder bend 
Vanishes, glides we know not where, 
Nor whether gliding he be still so fair, 
Nor even here whether be be friend or foe, 
But that he croons a lullaby so soft and low, 
A weary wail of sorrow, born of sighs we know, 
And sighing ever weeps and weeping glidee so calm and 
slow 
Oo through our land of fairy bowere, 
Whispering sweet dreams to the sleeping flowers. 
Hush ! on the breast of the evening breeze, 
Through woodland dim, through sheltering leaves, 
Comes a murmur soft as a zephyr's sigh, * 
Hush, fairies all! do you hear the ory ? 
Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh, 
Ab me! what a weary stream am I, 
Under the glittering golden light, 
Under the moon 80 calm and white, 
Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh, 
What a poor excuse for a river am I. 
Il. 
Then the fairies all stooped down to sing 
To the rippling waters sad, 
A strange little happy elfish throng, 
And the stream looked up and paused in hie song, 
To emile through perpetual tears. 
“*O, tell us pray,” said the fairy queen, 
‘* Why art thou ead, why ever dream 
Ot the land of tears and sorrow and woe ? 
Thy life is free and thou canst flow 
Oo, on forever nor danger know, 
For who would dare disturb thy dream ’ 
And who would dare to stop thy stream * 
O restless friend, how strange thy song, 
As strange as mournful, sad as long. 
Carest not for the woods so grand and deep, 
Carest not for the tiny shrubs that peep 
Over the edge of thy mossy banks 
To gaze at thy bubbles’ wondrous pranke, 
O sparkling stream, so white and clear, 
Why ie thy life so dark and drear ’” 
A 
Having finished, the fairy queen sank down 
To rest on the shining sands, 
And over the strange, sad face of the brook 
Paseed a pensive, weary, pitying look, 
And smiling sadly he whispered low : 
“ Poor wee elvee, how can you know ? 
Your life is one long summer dream, 
Not so with the little murmuring stream, 
You know of no other happier life, 
You are shielded from sorrow, storm and strife, 
But alone I wander, alone I run, 
With never a reset when the day is done, 
And O what a trifling stream am I, 
Dreading the golden light in the eky, 
Lest by ite shining I may die. 
O, I would be a river strong, 
So deep and powerful, grand and long. 
And I would rush and roar and foam, 
And laugh at the light in yonder dome, 
The world would stand in awe of me 
As I rushed to the arms of my mother, the sea. 
Bat alas! I only creep and sigh, 
And almost wish it were time to die. 
And now little elves with the tiniest queen 
That this land of the fairies has ever seen, 
Sweeter by far than the sovereigns grand 
Who rule in the ‘human being’ land, 
O friends ! will you ever ask me why 
My life is one long, weary sigh ! 
Wili you wonder etill why I ever sing 
That dreary dirge with a tearful ring ’ 
Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh, 
Ah me! what a weary stream am I, 
Under the glittering golden light, 
Under the moon 8o calm and white, 
Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh, 
What a poor excuse for a river am I.” 
Esther Talbot Kingsmill in Boston Waverley Magazine 





Sympathy. 


Por Saturday Night. 
He brought his loved one to the ocean's shore, 
And bade her look upon the silent deep, 
Which then awakened from his heavy sleep, 
As moved the gentle breezes that he bore ; 
Then soon he rwayed and heaved still more and more, 
As grew the breezas into storms and gaice, 
Which dashed the billows ‘gainet the rooke and sails, 
Until at last ‘twas all one deafening roar. 


“* This, dearest,” said he, ‘ie my heart for thee, 
As ocean breast is to the gentle breeze, 
Or ae the billow to the raging wind, 
And reste becalmed, and «quite contentediy, 
Or elee storm-toesed, and wild, and 80 agrees 
With every impulse of thy soul or mind.” 
Galt, Ont. AuEx. W. Onawrorv. 


To the Younger Brothers, 


Por Saturday Night. 
Two selves there are within us: one that ware 
Against the impulse to do noble things ; 
And o'er our path this self incessant flings 
Ite evil shadow, that too often bars 
The way to deeds of honor. Noble scars 
Are those he weare who from this confilot brings 
Hie soul victorious; for within him eprings 
A strength that towers to the watchful stare | 


O my younger brothers! I would have you all 
Cling to that better self, whose pure, eweet face 
Not - can banish, nor your dreame oy aes ; 
And whoee clear voice will never fail to 
To just account, in after time and . 
The woral coward in the cause of right 

Omaries Gorpon Roerrs 
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July 15, 1893 


_TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 7 


Capture of the Koh-i-nur. 


TOLD BY ONE OF THE RANK AND FILE. 


At the Club. 


Ly 


= Between You and Me. 


AST Saturday I went over on the 
early boat to Queenston and 
took the electric car for Chip- 
pawa, just as hundreds of peo- 
ple have been doing every day 
since the road was completed. 
Not exactly in-the same spirit 
though, nor with the same end 

in view. The others mostly went to see Nia- 
gara and the Whirlpool. I went to ask a 
question of that most genial and kindly author, 
Mr. Walter Besant, whom I knew I should 
find enjoying the view from the balcony of the 
Clifton House. But the going was a lovely 
experience! The alarm clock kept me awake 
all night, and I was down at the boat at half- 
past six. Then the lake was like a glassy 
mirror, and the Fates sent me three congenial 
traveling companions—hubby, wife and sister, 
whom I liked well enough to inflict myself 
upon without a qualm., There wasn’t a 
crowd, and none of the passengers struck my 
notice but a little party of Christian Endea- 
vorers. The reason I tke-ught they were such 
was that they carried large bibles in black silk 
hand-bags. They carried clean cuffs between 
the leaves of their bibles, which seemed a little 
off-color to me, but agreed with the cuffs, The 
Electric Railway is emphatically a large scheme 
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Written for Saturday Night by R. M. 


On the line of the Esquimalt and Nanaimo 
Railway, Vancouver Island, midway between 
Victoria and Nanaimo, is situated the pictur- 
esque little hamlet of Duncan Station, one of 
the few openings chopped out of the primeval 
forest in the seventy-five miles of dreary 
wilderness traversed by the road. Besides the 
railway station, a hotel, blacksmith’s shop, 
implement warehouse, a couple of stores and 
a few scattered residences, environed by a 
background of dense forest, present to the eye 
of the traveler the only apparent evidences of 
advancing civilization. Although ‘‘Duncan’s,” 
as it is familiarly called, is the central 
depot for the famed Cowichan district, desig- | 
nated the garden of Vancouver Island, yet the 
only indication in support thereof in the imme- 
diate vicinity are a few clearings of no con- 
siderable extent. Twenty-five miles to the west 
lies Cowichan Lake, an extensive sheet of 
water, the noted resort of pilgrim nimrods 
from near and far, where, in season, good sport 
is assured to rod or rifle. To the north of the 
hamlet the railway crosses what in spring is 


and followed the drum, not bekase I was ob- 
leeged toon account o’ the bad times but be- 
kase I had a nat’ral liking for the thrade, 
and jined the depot of the owld 53rd Shrop- 
shires at Athlone. By in’ by when I was 
drilled I was wan of a big draft sint out to 
India to jine the headquarter companies to fill 
up the vacancies in the ranks owing to the 
heavy losses sustained at Aliwal and Sabraon. 
Thim engagements opened the route for Gin- 
eral Gough to Lahore, the capital of the Pun- 
jaub and the chief city of the Sikh nation. 
’Twas there I jined me rig’mint in 1847. You 
must understand that the company—the ded 
and gone owld Aist India Company I mane— 
and the Govermint at home wor anxious to 
get howld of The Koh-in-noor—the ‘ mountain 
of light’ it is in English—bekase it was proph- 
sied be the Hindoo saints long ago, just like 
Cullim Kill in Ireland, that whosoever held 
possession of it would rule in Hind. Shure 
hundreds of years ago, whin the big diamond 
was found be wan of the Hindoo saints in Gol- 
conda, which some says is Killishandra in the 
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we are 2 by sales Era ig ana Duncan’s last season, and having promised Mr. | Afghanistan. This uv coorse brought down on | ours prisint in garrison, sick or well, filed past | ‘‘ Waal, I hope so, but I dunno. I've bin gone 
eaves, kinds of vegetables, and green apple pie, made Hennesey, if fate ever brought us to his Rungeet and his successor, Duleep Snigh, the | the big diamont while the bands played as they | a hull week, you know. When I left home the 
in the most reckless manner, of tiny green apple. | Vicinity, to call on him and have a chat and a | watenfal eye of the ‘company. ; took a last look at the ‘mountain o’ light’ afore | old woman was mad, Sarah was threatenin’ to 
lets. It was all lovely when one breakfasted smoke of the pipe together, in fulfilment The disasthers of the Cabiell campaign, | it wor packed up to be sint off under a strong run away, and Sam and Bill was havin’ a fight 
ages ago! I did not know there were German | ‘hereof one hot August afternoon found us =a in ve Pasar pr the en in escort. ; in the barnyard. Mebbe things is all right, 
settlers at Chippawa, but the only two inhabit- making for the retreat of the old warrior. As we | ’41, had a mighty bad effect on the Sikhs, who Och, me jewel, be dad thim wor the times. | but I sha’n’t git over sweatin’ out my collars 
ante we met were sons of the Vaterland, a approached the domicile, notwithstanding the | became very sassy, and the outbreak on the | If I was as wise as I’m now I might be the and feelin’ weak in the knees till I walk in on 
very old watchmaker, silver-haired, and gar- extreme heat of the afternoon the owner was ; Sutledge was the consequence, inding in the | wealthiest buddagh in Canady to-day, for the |’em. Much obliged to you, stranger. Mebbe 
rulous over the boom which the railroad would observed vigorously wielding a hoe in his well | defate of the Sikh chief, Duleep Singh, and goold wor to be had for the picking up. Talk my prayers hev bin answered and everything 
confer upon the drowsy little terminus, and | Cultivated garden, and hailing the busy toiler | his surrender, with his whole army, at Sab- | o’ the buccaneers and the sacking o Panama ! is all right, though Sarah’s red-headed and I’m 
the good landlord, who asks two dollars a day in a manner best calculated to attract his at-| raon. According to the terms of Duleep’s sur- | Cortze and Montezuma! Whew! they couldn t | a leetle shaky on her.”—Detroit Free Press. 
for the privileges of the feather beds, the green tention, we shouted : . render the big diamond was to be given up to | howld a farden rush-light to Mooltan ! 
“ garten” and the cholera menu. Quite a little ‘Guard, turn out!” Gough at Lahore. This was only a put-off, for & Parmer, bat Me Je 
coterie of Toronto folk are spending the sum. The stooped figure straightened, looking to- | all the time they wor encouraging those that He Was Hopeful. ’ y: 
song, mer in the neighborhood. wards us, end a smile of recognition beamed hadn’t surrendered to howld out and wor quietly A certain baker in business in a small town 
° on the sun-bronzed countenance, becoming as | preparing to fight agin. But the authorities! [¢ was on a New York ferry boat. A middle-| in Normandy obtained his supply of butter 
Do you talk slang? If so, read Brander | rigid and stolid as if on parade on thecommand: | failed to see the dodge till the threachry of the | aged man sat reading his newspaper, when an | from a farmer in the neighborhood. One day 
Matthews’ talk on the matter in July Harper's | “ Fifty-third, attention! Presentarms!” The | Sikh gineral, Shere Singh, at the first siege | old man who had been walking up and down | he discovered that the pats, which were sup- 
Monthly. There you will find that you may | hoe was brought to the “shoulder,” then to | of Mooltan, opened their eyes and who after- | with a bulging big satchel knocking against | posed to weigh three pounds each, were not up 
“fire out” your late-staying visitor, and you | the “present.” The tall form, though weighted | wards took the fleld\ aginst us at the head of | nis leg at every step, stopped before him and | to the standard, aud further examination re- 
won't be slangey, for here is a line from Shake- | nearly with the allotted three score and ten, was | forty thousand as well disciplined min as ivir bit | asked : vealed a steady diminution in the daily pro- 
speare which authorizes you: “Till my good | asstraight and as upright as when “old brown | acathridge or showldered a firelock. O'coorse| «Is tiiat to-day’s paper your are readin’ ?” vision. At last the baker lodged a formal com- 
angel fires my bad one out.” Also, you will be | Bess” and the old-time knapsack were borne | Duleep’s people disclaimed all knowledge, act | J don’t read papers two or three days old as | plaint against the farmer, and the affair was 
excused if you exactly express in slang some | instead of the years, and so remained till “dis- | or part in Shere’s actions. Howiver, the au-| 4 rule,” was the rather uncivil reply. brought before the local court. 
forcible idea, or describe some happening or | missed,” according to the formula of the by- | thorities larned somehow that the big dia-| ‘+ Don't, eh? I’ve knowed folks to read the| ‘Have you scales?” enquired the magistrate. 
scene. Slang, says this clever writer, is | gone manualof arms. A beautiful exhibition mond was hid somewhere in Lahore ; soa strict | Bible, which is considerably more’n two or| ‘ Yes, Monsieur le Juge,” was the reply. 
necessary to invigorate the language, to sup- | Of that same thing, which may be almost | watch was kept on the chief fort of the place, | three days old! However, I wanted toask if| ‘And have you any weights?” continued the 
plant words which have become feeble through termed instinct, begotten only of early military | round the palace, and on the movements of the | there was any news from around Schoharie? judge. An answer this time in the negative 
much hard usage, to, as it were, keep our lan- | training, Mr. Hennesey, though now in his | Sikhs about the place. Our barracks was in| My home's up thar, and I’ve been down to; was promptly given. 
guage in line with our advancing ideas and | ixty-seventh year, is in person as straight | the big fort o’ coorse, whin wan Sunday marn- | Tuckerton to visit my sister.” “But how did you manage to weigh your 
achievements. The war, the market, the| and as upright as the day he charged and | ingin October, 1848—I recollect the day well— ‘“‘T haven’t seen any,” was the reply. butter?” asked the magistrate. 
exchange, the wonders of transportation, drove the fierce Sikhs from Mooltan forty-three | we were given a great surprise. There was the “If anything had happened it would be in Then the farmer related that ever since the 
the winds and the tides bring each | yearsago! A strict teetotaler of many years, | usual church parade, which is never, under any | the papers, wouldn't it?” baker had taken his butter he had returned 
their quota of new expressive idioms and standing, though an inveterate votary of the | circumstances, neglected in the British sarvice, “Possibly. Why don’t you get one and see?” | the compliment by buying his bread, The 
words. Who that listens to the talk | consoling weed, the ‘‘old sojer” enjoys mag: | and as there wor only wan building for prayers,/ ‘‘’Cause I hev to wear glasses, and yesterday | baker supplied him with three pound loaves, 
of the streets could help a smile when he was | Dificent health, along with a well earned pen-| the Cathlicks and Prodistints had to take | I lost the right eye outer my spectacles. An | and he had used them as weights for his butter. 
informed that the “jag” exhibits at the Chicago | sion from the Imperial Government, and pre- turn about. Being in an enemy’s country we | all-fired good pair they was, too, I wouldn't | “It is his fault, not mine, if the weight is not 
Fair were in the west gallery of the Agricul. | sents in every feature, even in old age, a| wint tochurch fully armed and accoutred, to | hev taken six shillin's fur ‘em. The children | correct,” added the farmer, who was speedily 
o tural Building? (Perhaps you don’t know, dear | 8Plendid specimen of one of the rank and file, | be prepared in case of sudden attack. There | was a playin’ with ‘em while I was takin’ a/| acquitted and left the court in triumph with 
. reader, that there are to be found the brewers’ which, alas, appears to have been mustered | Wor & good sprinkling of Irish, consequently a nap, and I guess they punched the eye out and | an escort of friends and admirers. Since this 
and distillers’ best samples). How many times | 0Ut = tie ~_ J — pe ; . es das desde ok lost it in the door-yard. Nuthin’ from Scho- | trial the ~ ae to have been supplied 
hat a | Specimen of the race which composed the ran " n ocloc rning we | harie, eh ?” with more than his due provision of bread ; 
seal area “tek Gee? Ge te ae and file that hurled four times their number of wor, as usual, under arms for church parade, “TI don’t see anything. Did you expect any- | but he has taken good care not to fall into the 
man’s contemptuous description of some pious the heroes of Essling, Austerlitz and Wagram | waiting for the _Prodistints to come out! thing to happen?” opposite error, and the baker has now his 
Dorcas workers as “old hens” is to be met | from the rocky heights of Busaco; stayed the | o’ church, whin, instead of marching off to ** Waal, you can’t allus tell what'll happen | three-pound pats of butter, full weight, but not 
with in all its force every now and then. | eagle inits victorious flight at Barrossa and | hear mass when the Prodistints came out, the | when you’re gone, you know. One of the cows | an ounce more.— London Telegraph. 
“Bounce” is the gentle mood of “fire out,” stood triumphant on the bloody heights of whole o’ us wor ordered to “ pile arms” on the | was actin’ sorter queer when I left, and I Ht 
and has as ancient an origin, but from the im- | Albuera. parade ground, - to our quarters and howld | shouldn’t be surprised if it turned out to be a Din ieiiene tm Whtateacd. 
. possible pugilist must come the description of | As anticipated, a cordial welcome from the | ourselves in rea _— to turn out at & mo- | case of holler-horn. Bill was goin’ to begin| «Going to the World’s Fair, of course ?” 
the modern clerk's modern reprimand when he | “old sojer” greeted us and a plenitude of cool, | ment’s notice. By in by the bugle sounded, | breakin’ acolt next day after I left, and thar's| + Yes; -self-protection.” 
announces himself as “ jumped on ;” perhaps, | fresh milk preceded our adjournment to | ‘Orderly sarjints to the cinter.’ We didn’t | no knowin’ but what he might hev got kicked. How sof” hee. wie 
i 8 beneath the friendly shade of a spreading | know what was up till the sarjints came run-| Mebbe that’s a pictur’ of Bill as he looked To stave off the fellows who will want to 
if he has had a very serious time, he says he ; $ aoe . a t with ti Aan . tell me all about it for the rest of my natural 
was £0 treated “ with both feet.” Vancouver Island pine, when the ‘old sojer ning back and sarve us ou w tin rounds of | afore he was kicked ? life.” 
® shouldered his pipe for want of a crutch and | ammunition aich extra. The min wor allowed * No! that’s a picture of Uncle Sam.” | te 
By the way, a friend informs me that the | showed how fields were won. to disperse, keeping their belts on ready for an “Oh! Isee! Looks a good deal like Bill, & Pelvetest Ral. 
captain of the Viking ship was rather victim- “You're always humbugging me entirely,” | emergincy on the first tap of the drum. We/ as nigh as I kin make out. MHain't bin no wig decker Godin Tie den read. con's 
ized in the contretemps I alluded to last week, | he commenced in a strong Tipperary accent, | had our dinner as usual, and our grog at the | cyclones up my way?” yer? : , 
that he and his men were assisting * the under | ‘‘ whin iver I see ye about. canteen, three ‘pegs’ for aich man adayanda| No,” Flat hunter—Certainly I can. 
dog” in a street row when the sergeant took The 53rd, the dirty orew, dhram for iviry peg in a boord wid holes inid| “tightnin’ hain’t struck anybody or any- | te ew eer eee rereres on that sign. 
them in charge, and that their incarceration Lost thelr facioge at Waterloo. opposite yer name, The day was raw, cowld | thing?” a ee ps | 
was an outrage. I see a good many compli- ** Now, let me tell ye, be their facings red, | and chilly enough, so ye may be shure the pegs “No.” The Head from the Door—The doctor sends 
ments are flying about the columns of ex-| blue, green or black, they wor always a good | filled the holes pretty quick. I wasn’t a tee- “Say anything about tramps comin’ along | his congratulations and says it’s a boy, sir. 
changes to the gallant crew and their fine | fighting corps, the honors on the colors’ll tell | totlar in thim days and not for many a long is as ; . 
commander, and therefore I hope my friend | ye that, and what's more, they gave to the | day after—the saints above forgive me—and A Domestic tassht. 
has now given me the right end of the story of | Queen the brightest and biggest gim in her | didn’t care a brass farden for man or divil. 
ley Magazine their arrest. crown—the Koh-i-noor, no less—it’s meself's the | Towards evening, about four o'clock, the great 
: boy can tell ye all about it. We'll have a | guns of the fort began thundering out a royal 
My attention has been directed to a matter shaugh o’ the diadem to keep ye from going | salute; we couldn't make out what all the 
at once urgent and disagreeable. I wonder do aslape, and perhaps ye’ll find something in id | fluster mint ’tall, ‘tall, but we worn’t long in 
the mothers who send their little children to worth listening bn ignorance. All at wanst the ‘assimbly’ 
ore, play in the Horticultural Gardens know that “In the year '45—the dear summer as it's | sounded and the drums bate to arms, and the 
rep, this pretty spot is frequented by some abomin- called in the owld sod—I was as strong, healthy, whole garrison, Europeans and Saypoys, were 
able young men, human brutes who cannot be divil-may-care a gossoon as any you'd find at the | on the parade in less time than I’m telling you, 
pand more, trusted among humanity. I know, without time, tho’ it’s meself’s saying it, in the three | wheeled into line, presinted arms, while 
66, any doubt, that such creatures persecute the brent parishes roun’ the good town of Cloumell. | the colors drooped and the drums rolled, 
ake and sails, knowing little nurse-girls who are in charge of Could howld me own at football, wrastling, |the band played God Save the Queen 
these little children, that they suggest decep- wake or fair, patern or funeral, dance, wed- | as the big dimont wor brought out of 
thee, tion of their employers and pollute their minds dina christening or hurling match. Shure its hiding place undher sthrong escort 
with every manner of evil, Only a day or two burling’s what thim omadhawns down at Vic- | where it had been found at last afther 
since a young girl of sixteen in charge of a toria calls polo whin ‘tis nothing but herling a | they’d been hunting day and night fora year 
'. little baby was importuned by such a man to horse back and by the same token could | and more. Some thought it wor in Mooltan, 
~ pass him off to her mistress as her brother and | 1, aie 4 kippeen of a blackthorn wid the best | but all the time ‘twas safe and snug hid away 
ORawrorD. to ask leave to go out with him that evening. | -++nim. The failures and mistakes of Gough | down in the underground dungeons of the 
Fortunately the father of the infant hap- in the first Sikh war '45-6 brought to mind of | Lahore Palace. 
; pened to be passing and overheard the/ 11. authorities at Horse Guards the saying of| ‘In a month or so aftherwards an’ towards 
tempter and routed him in short order. | ( .:ie Napier at the battle of Meeane whin he | Christmas, the 98th Rig’mint under command 
The police say they cannot interfere | aerated 30,000 Belooches with 1,600 Saypoys | of Sir Colin Campbell, afcherwards Lord Clyde, 
ware unless a girl complains to them, but many and a handful of European throope. marched into relieve us. Sir Colin, I remim- 
= girls are afraid to accost a policeman.|  «.s¢y God,’ sed he ‘if I only had « thousand | ber, was also acting Brigadier while we re- 
, Could not our brave bobbies (who can size UP&| +46 caliant boys o' Tipperary what a divil | mained. You see the 98th wor a young corps 
tough much more accurately than you or I} |, licking I'd give’em, Faith it’s the thruth | thin, only just raised you may say, so they wor 
) brings could) keep a sharp eye on such men as the | 1, toning ye, ye'll see thim selfsame words | left togarrison Lahore, while we marched to 
ae — —- meee =e wt nV ey in his book, and besides I had ‘em meself from | join that hot-headed Irishman, Gough, in the 
are! observed talking with the maids and children, | wicpey Doyle o' the company’s sarvice, as was | campaign against the revolted Shere Shing. 
ou all a checking tating thas the pare i tle mass hea bugler to him that day and was lestening to | Afther we left Lahore the authorities, fearing, 
oe ee their caretakers should be polluted by contact | every word the gineral sed. And so the fife | I suppose, to lose the big charmed diamont, joo 
af with that vilest of all the male creation, the | .,4 drum was started out to gather in the boys | now whin they had howld o' it, decided to send oo, Sew l retest ail ap basse ta meine this very day 
Sean Cnbeens none Teor and pre- o’ Tipperary to go and fight the Sikhs. I | it at wanst home to the Queen and its depart- Mrs. New! ~on¥ made a batch of doughnuts this morning, and George is out there pitch- 
| Roerks Lapy Gay. ‘listed, tuck the shilling, hoisted the ribbons, ‘ ure from Lahore was attinded with great pomp | ing quoits with them. 





and one which works marvelously well; it is 


quite worth the trouble of “‘getting up all night” 


and having a headache to take a ride on it. 
And the view one gets here, there and every- 
where is simply magnificent. I hope you'll all 
go, good people, and have such a pleasant ride 
asI had. We went straight through to Chip- 
pawa and had our dinner at the hotel, a de- 
lightsome Dutch place, with a funny little 
green grass plot, set out with chairs, showered 
with dust, and into which you hopped over an 
iron chain, The beds are built in the regular 
German style, mounds of feathers, and the 
quaint furnishings of the rooms are scrupul- 
ously and charmingly clean, The air of the 
‘* gast-zimmer” is bottled up from last year; 


a broad, turbulent stream of no diminutive 
width and volume, reduced in summer to 
the confines of a babbling brook. Skirted 
by this stream and in view of the 
station, occupying a broad stretch of 
bottom land, nestles the unpretentious home- 
stead of one of England’s war-worn warriors, 
Mr. P. Hetinesey, who for the past seventeen 
years has battled against the wilds of nature 
and now proudly points to the eighty acres of 


hands of Nadir Shah, the Great Mogul. 


County Cavan, but-sorra a wan o’ me knows 
the defferince, it was blessed by the chief saint 
o’ the time av coorse ; and the blessing, even o’ 
the haythin’, sticks to it yet. It fell into the 
A big 
thief he was be all that’s towld; and he gave 
it to the King of Afghanistan, whose descind- 
int, Shah Soojah, mortgaged it to Rungeet 
Shing, the great Sikh chief, for the revenue of 
a beggarly town land in the Punjaub. Run- 


reclaimed forest land in evidence of the muscle | geet, a clever chap he was, had a fine army 
| disciplined be European officers. Two o’ thim 


of his own strong right arm. Here, like the old 
Roman Cincinnatus, the ‘old sojer” in soli- 
tude smokes the pipe of peace “ beneath his 
own vine and fig tree.” 





had been ginerals in owld Napoleon’s sarvice. 
And, I suppose to rid the mortgage on his bit 
o’ property, backed the claim of Doust Mahom- 


Chance threw us in the neighborhood of} med agin Shah Soojah for the crown of 











Smitherley—Ta)lking about eccentricity, my old man has not had his hair cut for fift . 
Nostrand—Great Jehoshaphat ! he must be a sight. ii ata 
Smitherley—Oh, no ; nothing extraordinary. 


and cereminy. We left behind at Lahore 
about two hundred and fifty sick and invalids 
of ours, and bekase ours had the honor of find- 
ing it, the Koh-i-noor on a welvit and goold 
cushion was brought out on to the parade 
where the garrison wor assimbled and laid 
down in the middle of the hollow square formed 
be the throops amidst the thunders of a royal 
salute, Be Sir Colin’s ordhers ivery man jack of 











and burnin’ any barns?” 

** Not a word.” 

“Jest afore I come away a naybor o’ mine 
named Taylor bought an old biler and engine 
to saw wood with. Don’t see anything about a 
biler explodin’ ana killin’ a lot o’ folks, do 
you?” 

“Nothing. I think you'll find everything all 
right at home.” 
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«Saturday Night’? Out of Town. 








Are you going to the mountains, the sea- 
shore or to Muskoka this summer ? Wher- 
ever you go you can have your favorite 
paper. SATURDAY NiGHT is mailed to any 
address in Canada or United States for 20c. 
a month; to foreign addresses 25c. & 


month. 





A Curious Coincidence. 


I, 

T was a blazing hot summer afternoon, 
the lawn was green, silvered with gray 
dust, the flaring red geraniums gazed 
up with unabashed deflance at the 
golden sun, the sky was stone-blue 
with heat, the birds were utterly 
silent, every blind was drawn down 

. in the Rectory house, every window 
shaded with closely fastened curtains, Far in 
the distance the lake and the sky met in a 
mist of torridity. Down at the end of the 
Rectory garden are four pine trees, set in a 
little square. They are fifty feet high now, 
but Millicent, sitting under their fragrant 
shadows, remembers when they were dapper 
little treelets, when even she, small as she 
was, could see over their pointed topmost 
spears. 

She is working industriously at some fanci- 
ful pattern in twine knots, and twists, and 
turns galore are growing as the sun rides lower 
to the west. It is not brainy work, and Milli- 
cent’s thoughts are roaming far from it. She 
thinks of distant lands, of sea shores, of moun- 
tain tops dazzling with virgin snow, of tropical 
woods festooned with strange plants, growing 
and living on air. Suddenly she shivers, a 
strong, convulsive shudder, and thinks no 
longer of nature, frigid or tropical. She looks 
round expectantly, and then after watching in 
an earnest, half-startled way every possible 
avenue of approach to her bower, she smiles 
faintly, shakes her head, twists her shoulders 
about nervously, and rising, goes zig-zag from 
shade to shade into the darkened Rectory. All 
the way she is thinking of someone—someone 
far away, but very dear—dear in the whole- 
some friendly affection which is humanity’s 
most noble feeling. She seems to see him, 
with mischievous eyes alight and lips break- 
ing into smiles, and she smiles back at her 
heart-picture and wonders once more at the 
chill which made her shudder just now. It is 
three o'clock. The silver clock chimes through 
the darkened hall, and again she shudders, in 
quite involuntary fashion. She collects her- 
self, ‘I will write to him,” she says, and she 
opens her desk. His last letter lies on top of 
the contents, his funny, cheery, comical letter, 
detailing the foibles and fancies of a summer 
watering-place; not much endearing tone, not 
many fond words, for they are not iovers, only 
the truest friends you ever saw, each proud of 
the other, each expecting great .things of the 
other, and so mutually helping, spurring, de- 
lighting one another. She reads his letter, 
half thinking of its contents, half thinking of 
him ; she doesn’t smile and she does not write. 

The moments pass and once more she shud- 
ders. Now she becomes restless and nervous, 
and hurriedly closes desk and letter and runs 
downstairs singing, and overwhelms her quiet 
mother with a young girl’s pretty chatter. It 
is just four o'clock. 


il. 


June and July at the seashore, how he has 
enjoyed them! Lying on the rocks, with half 
a dozen young women in summery attire 
perched round him, with a dozen children 
floundering in and out of the shaliows under 
the shadow of the tall cliffs, he has dreamed 
many an afternoon away. ‘* Wasting time?” 
do you say. No! for the grave-faced doctor 
who talked with him for half an hour had 
finished his talk with these words: ‘* Only per- 
fect rest can save your life.” And over-worked, 
over-tired, over-ambitioas as he was, the sea- 
side lounger knev’\the doctor spoke the truth, 
The delicious salt breeze played over the danc- 
ing waves. Here it wascool and shady ; there 
diamonds, emeralds and opals rolled in the sun- 
shine ; here was quiet and drowsy rest: there 
motion, life, mystery. The girls strayed away 
and left him, the children followed—all but one 
little maid who had adopted him into her 
enthusiastic child-heart and worshipped him. 
She sat seriously watching him as he drifted 
into sleep, her child-soul wrapped in God 
knows what of dreams and fancies, Then she 
sauntered down the beach to the fringe of 
bubbies that marked the reach of the last 
wave. On she stepped, and with her little 
white feet in the water she turned back for 
another look at her idol. A great wave came 
boisterously, a shrill cry cleft the air—another ! 
The sleeper sprang to his feet. The child was 
gone! The little, quiet, tender, loving girl-child 
whose warm little hands had but now smoothed 
his hair and lain soft and moist in his. 
Suddenly a gleam ot white, a glitter of wet, 
gold curls shone on the crest of a wave, With 
a hoarse cry h: dashed into the sea and swam 
out to that gleam and glitter. He caught her 
floating curls as she drifted, and struggled 
back to shore. When she smiled back into his 
white face something seemed to rise in his 
throat and strangle him ; he strained her to his 
heart, and then he suddenly sank on his knees, 
Something really choked him. something 
warm, cruel, red! The child burst into terrified 


eee nein 


of aeitien saith the neuen, all is ate" 
I could not help parodying Shakespeare, 
‘* Hath not a minister eyes? Hath not a mini- 
ster jhands, organs, dimensions, senses, affec- 
tions, passions?” SALANIO, 





















































waitin; the girls came running back; the 
children rushed for help; the great hotel clock 
chimed three! Men and women with sorrowful, 
tender words came; a mother came and kissed 
his hands and blessed him; a tall father 
snatched the little maid to his breast and ran 
home with her, screaming and dripping; a 
doctor, a holidaying hospital-nurse, four ser- 
vants with a venetian shutter and a cot mat- 
tress, from far and near they came, for he was 
well loved. 

They got him to the wide-piazzaed hotel, 
between dry, warm blankets; they hovered 
round his doorway, awed and sorrowing. 
Meanwhile he lay with merry eyes closed, with 
laughing lips pale. Once he motioned, for he 
dared not speak, and the hospital nurse di- 
vined, and handed him a card and a pencil. 
He wrote a few words, she enclosed the ¢ard in 
an envelope, and he scrawled thereon, ‘‘ Milli- 
cent May, The Rectory, Mayfield.” The hotel 
clock pointed to four o’clock, Suddenly he 
opened his eyes wide, raised his hand and said 
strongly, ‘‘ Millicent, good-bye.” The hotel 
clock struck four. 

And when the postman handed the envelope 
to Millicent she grew white, and as she 
read it she whispered, ‘“‘ Yes, dear, I knew, I 
knew!” G. E. D. 





Butter Was Dear. 


E was a very young man, a mere 
youth in fact, but he belonged to 
the Methodist persuasion and the 
reverend fathers had sent him 
away back to a country district to 

preach his first sermon, 

The most trying part of his career was over. 
It was Monday morning and he had preached 
three times on the preceding Sunday, or rather 
he had read, with a few extemporaneous but 
oratorical remarks of his own sandwiched in, 
three of his father’s thread-bare sermons ; but 
anyhow he had won experience at the expense 
of the unsophisticated tillers of the soil, and he 
had been admired almost to satiety, although 
he was a very vain young man, by many pairs 
of bright, girlish eyes peeping from beneath 
rustic hats, 

He was about to start on his homeward 
journey, but he lingered for a few parting 
words with the pretty daughter of his host, a 
shrewd calculating old farmer with an eye to 
business. 

‘*Is the preacher gone yet, Marthy?” called 
the farmer's voice from the regions of the back 
door. 

‘*No, father,” was Marthy’s reply, given 
with some trepidation lest her father should 
appear on the scene in his old working clothes 
and spoil the effect of her own pretty wrapper. 

No such evil befell her, however, and for ten 
minutes or so the chat went merrily on, when 
suddenly the farmer's voice broke on their 
startled ears again : 

‘*Marthy, is the preacher gone yet ?” 

Marthy’s pretty lips were just framing the 
monosyllable ‘‘ No,” when a whispered ‘‘ Say 
yes” from the preacher, who scented some fun, 
prevailed against her better judgment, and she 
answered “ Yes, father.” 

‘“*Well,” answered the farmer in a very 
grumbly tone, “I'm thankful to hearit. Did 
you ever in all your born days see a man 
eat so much butter as he did, and it so dear, 
too? If he’d been here another meal he’d have 
eaten us out of house and home.” 

MARGUERITE, 





Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde's Prize 
Fight. 





EARLY everyone has a hobby, 

Often it absorbs the whole energy 

of its victim, who is then called 

a genius or a crank, according to 

his popularity; but frequently 

hobbies are secondary in import- 

ance and have for their chief aim amusement. 

A tew years agolI read The Curious Case of 
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, and have since often 
entertained myself by collecting illustrations 
of the general principle contained therein—the 
struggle between the spiritual and the animal 
of our nature. Many of these contests are 
more comic than tragic, especially the one I am 
about to relate. Since this incident occurred 
I have lost interest in the subject, thinking I 
could hope for no better illustration of my 
hobby, nor indeed another as good. 

It was the day after the great Sullivan-Cor- 
bett fight. Mail-time had arrived in the little 
town where I was then living, and the main 
streets was filled with groups of three or four, 
eagerly reading the account of the ‘‘mill,” So- 
ciety for the time was divided into two classes, 
those who won their bets and those who lost 
them. ‘The submerged tenth” was repre- 
sented by those who didn’t bet and wished 
they had, ridiculed by the winners and despised 
by the losers on the principle that ‘*’T was bet- 
ter to have bet and lost than never to have bet 
at all.” 

Entirely outside the pale must be placed the 
little bend who were confessedly opposed to 
the whole affair, and leading on the van of 
these were the two worthy miuisters of the 
place, destined to be immortalized here. 

That day, poor men, they had lost all their 
faith in humanity, forgetting that the little 
leaven of Old Adam, which is common to all, 
is very apt to leaven the whole lump. Parson 
M——’s heart was indeed heavy, for had he not 
seen his right-hand deacon explaining a 
wrinkle in bexing to an intensely interested 
audience? And had not the aforesaid deacon, 
instead of “ wilting,” failed to recognize his be- 
loved pastor as he strode by? 

On the other hand, Parson G—— had actually 
seen a pillar of his church counting over a 
“wad” he had just received, and chuckling to 
himself the while. ‘‘ And after my sermon on 
the Deceitfulness of Riches,” the parson seemed 
to groan as he walked hastily by. ‘I shall 
prepare a discourse on the Depravity of Man, 
without fail, for next Sunday.” 

During the afternoon of this woeful day 
these two gentlemen met in the public read- 
ing-room of the town. Dejection marked their 
every feature. Mankind after all, in his real 
nature, was little removed from the savage. 

Naturally the conversation soon turned to 
the great fight. Parson G—— fired the first 
shot by terming it disgraceful. 
thundered, ‘Sir, it is a shame to civilization.” 
They warmed to their work soon and whole 
volleys of “shame,” “disgrace,” ‘ brutal,” 
** savage,” were hurled forth, until at last the 
enemy was totally demolished by Mr. M—— 
who, after comparing the present popular 
taste to that of the Romans in their latter 
days, predicted as speedy a downfall in the 
future for us as they experienced in the past. 

Then the papers got their full share of blame. 
Now, we are assured that “ pride goeth before 
a fall,” and soon, to my great amusement, the 
speakers began to go more into particulars. 
One dwelt on the brutal description of such a 
round, the other on the horrible details of the 
finish, both with rather more gusto than was 
necessary. The description of Sullivan’s pound- 
ed face roused Mr. M——’'s ire, while Mr, G 
vividly described how the catastrophe might 
have been averted, ostensibly with a view of 
making inferences concerning the stupidity of 
pugilists in general. Thus one detail led to a 
worse one, until I was forced to conclude they 
must have studied that prize-fight quite as 
much as some of their sermons, studied it 
under the three laws of Intensity, Continuity 

and Repetition. 

Finally, they were so carried away by their 
eloquence that their eyes glared ; they squared 
their shoulders until it really looked as if very 
little provocation would make their lecture an 
“illustrated” one. But the best of all was 
when they got through talking and calmed 
down. Action, we are gravely told, is always 
followed by reaction, so when our two min- 
isters realized how their feelings had overcome 
them ‘‘in a moment of weakness,” they were a 
perplexed and abashed pair of men. How had 
it happened? was swallowed up in the fact 
that it had happened. Like Longfellow's 








A Mannish Woman Rebuked. 


HERE is an amazing story told of 
one of those persons who think it 
au fait to propound the theory 
of pre-existence in public places. 
The scene of the incident was in 

the commercial room of a Scotch inn, and the 
time, dinner-time. The first couple of courses 
had been disposed of and the party were set- 
tling down to the serious part of the meal, 
when the “ Lady Commercial,” who had been 
allotted the lower end of the table, being the 
only lady present, propounded her theory. 
She was of that style of women classed usually 
as the “‘mannish woman,” a class not at all 
liked by the commercial class of men, who 
enjoy so little home life that they appreciate, 
perhaps more than any other class of men, the 
“womanly woman.” She put her thought in 
this way: 

** Gentlemen,” she said, ,“‘ I am convinced in 
my own mind that I have been through this 
world before,” and was going on to elaborate 
her opinions and beliefs as to how her last trip 
through the world influenced herin the pre- 
sent one, when she was interrupted by a quiet 
little Englishman : 

‘“‘I beg your pardon madam,” he said, ‘* but 
do you not think that when you traveled this 
earth before you were a man ?” 

And the question pleased his male hearers 
so well that they had to make more than 
necessary noise with their knives and forks :o 
drown their chuckles. H. A. B. 











Wanted—A Human Refrigerator. 





DO not mean a square, dark receptacle 

lined with tin, in which milk and other 

perishable materials are treated with a 

distinction not yet accorded to the vital 

spark. Why does no one invent a place 
where we could be put on ice and allowed to 
respire feebly until the world is ready for us 
again? But my human refrigerator has left 
my side, and now that we are experiencing the 
cold summer which was to follow the cold 
winter, her fate causes me much pain. 

She belongs to that small but invaluable 
class of the community from whom blows a 
perpetual cold gale of propriety upon the rest 
of the world. Early in our acquaintance I 
recognized her value as a refrigerator, and the 
frizidity of her lee side corrected the exuberant 
temperature of several summers, 

If you meet her you cannot fail to recog- 
nize the calm eyes never heated by an- 
ger or delight, the precise features where 
no faint hue of passion ever lingers. She 
is so proper that no one who earns a living 
can conceive of her, so proper that she has long 
since ceased to have any age—just a vague 
change like the mountains. She wears gloves 
on the warmest days and couldn't exist with 
anything so shockingly improper as avoirdu- 
pois. The only place where she is thoroughly 
happy is by herself, and even there her feelings 
are wounded by the dust carried in from the 
outside world, 

Buc if I could see her folded hands resting 
in her lap, her feet placed heel and toe on the 
carpet, her mouth in fixed repose according to 
rule, every curve banished from the straight 
lines of her figure, 1 know that the fear of her 
disapproval would produce a hoar frost around 
me in the room. PENNY, 











She Never Came Back. 





She was a coy young woman and she looked 

















































Arabs, they ‘folded their tents and silently 
stole away.” 

I thought I could see those sermons on 
Depravity in the waste-paper basket, and for 
once a guess of mine was right. Parson G—— 
being of a buoyant turn had recovered a little, 
and had for his morning text the words, “ Let 
us lay aside every weight, and the sin that 
doth so easily beset us.” At night Mr. M—., 
being pessimistic and still in the depths, an- 
nounced in sepulchral tones the text, ‘* Vanity 


decidedly pretty in her new summer costume 
when Guard White beheld her sitting on one 
of the divans in the art gallery yesterday after- 
noon. He gave her several of his most killing 
looks and she responded with the sweetest of 
smiles, and the heart of the young man in blue 
beat so hard that the kettledrums in the Turk- 
ish village were not to be compared for sound, 
As he gazed into the young woman's limpid 


eyes the order of Col, Rice that all members of 
the Columbian guard must desist from flirting 


and a German, 
said : ‘ Well, my dear nephew, 
doing, nothing in Paris?’ ‘ Pa 


said at uncle ; 
ing,’” and Heine burst into shouts of laughter. 


NIGHT. 


was een, As he walked eueeiies to and 
fro each turn brought him nearer to the smil- 
ing beauty and each time his manly bosom was 
thrilled by the smile she gave him. 

This sort of thing went on for several min- 
utes, when she arose, and, as she swept into 
the vestibule, she cast him a sidelong glance 
which plainly said, ‘Follow me.” The guard 
did so. By the side of one of the columns 
stood his charmer, and she extended a dainty 
hand, which sank out of view in his white 
glove. After a few minutes’ conversation the 
girl asked for the time and Guard White gal- 


*| lantly pulled from his vest pocket the hand- 


some gold watch he carried. 

‘Oh, it is half-past three,” she cried, “ and I 
must let mamma know the time. She sits 
right in there. Poor, dear thing, she is 
awfully deaf, and one has to scream to make 
her hear. Just let me take your watch a mo- 
ment while I take it in and show it to her, and 
I will be right back.” 

It took the guard less than a second to un- 
snap the chain which held the timepiece and, 
handing ‘it to the charmer, he watched her 
run into the gallery. 

And then he waited for her return. 

She never came back.—Chicago Herald. 


Trying a New Plan. 


A man wearing a short-cropped beard anda 
striped cutaway coat strolled into an office in 
the Erie County Savings Bank building in 
Buffalo, and looked around carelessly. 

‘Howdy ?” he enquired of the office boy. 

‘“‘ Fair,” replied the boy. ‘* Whadju want?” 

‘** Where’s the boss?” 

“That's him,” said the boy, pointing to an 
inner room, where a man was at work at a 
desk. 

The bewhiskered man walked in. He pulled 
a chair up beside the desk and sat down. The 
man at the desk looked upin surprise. ‘* What 
do you want?” he asked coldly. 

“Oh,” said the bewhiskered man, “I just 
dropped in to talk to youa few minutes. Quite 
an office you’ve got here.” 

“Yes,” replied the man at the desk, ‘“‘ but——” 

‘“* Kinder sloppy lookin’ furniture, though.” 

“I’m sorry you don’t like it.” 

‘**Oh, it don’t bother me none, That's as bum 
a desk as I've seen for some time.” 

** Now, see here——” 

“*Pretty rocky suit of clothes you're wearin’.” 

The man at the desk got red in the face and 
jumped from his chair, ‘‘Dod blast you!” he 
shouted. ‘“‘Whatdo you mean by coming in 
here and talking like that?” 

“Don’t get excited,” replied the man with 
the short-cropped beard calmly. ‘ Sit down.” 

The man at the desk sat down. 

“*Wearin’ a dirty collar, too, ain’t ye?” asked 
the visitor. 

The man at the desk got red in the face 
again. Before he had time to say anything 
the bewhiskered man continued: ‘I shu'd 
think you’d black your shoes. It don’t cost 
much, and them you're wearin’ is disreputable.” 

The man at the desk pranced arourd the 
room. ‘‘Get out of here!” he shouted. ‘Get 
out or I’ll calla policeman.” 

** Don't get excited,” urged the man with the 
beard. ‘It’s bad for the nerves. That’s the 
worst fittin’ coat I ever see.” 

The man at the desk was dumfounded. He 
was so mad that he could not talk. ‘“ An’,” 
continued his visitor deliberately, ‘‘I notice 
that that hat of your’n is last season’s style, 
an’ that you hain’t had a shave to-day, an’ 
that your hair needs cuttin’ an’ that it wouldn't 
hurt anythin’ if you had this floor swep’ oncst 
or twicsta month. The air is durn bad here, 
too.” 

By this time the man at the desk had gath- 
ered his dazed faculties, He picked up a heavy 
ruler, and walked over to the man with the 
short-cropped whiskerr. ‘‘ Now,” he said, as 
calmly as possible, ‘‘ what in heaven’s name 
do you mean by coming and talking like that ? 
Tell me before I batter the life out of you.” 

‘* Well,” said the man with the whiskers de- 
liberately, ‘‘I called in to see if I could insure 
you in the Early Bird Mutual Endowment So- 
ciety, which offers the best insurance on the 
globe at the lowest rates.” 

The other fell back in his chair in blank 
amazement, ‘‘ You—want—to insure me?” 
he gasped. ‘‘ And talk like that?” 

“*Cert.,” said the man with the whiskers, 
“I'm dead tired jollying people, and I thought 
I'd try another lay. What do you think of it ? 
Little idea of my own.” 

The man at the desk arose from his chair. 
He reached over and grasped his visitor by the 
collar and pulled him to his feet. Then he 
hit him over the head with the ruler and 
knocked him down, He then proceeded to 
wipe the floor with him, After he had jumped 

all over his visitor he dragged him to the door 
and threw him out into the hall. 

Ten minutes later the door opened and the 
man with the short beard stuck his head in, 
The man at the desk jumped up and grabbed 








his ruler. ‘‘ Hol’ on, boss,” said the insurance 
man. ‘I want to ask you a question,” 
*“* What is it?” 


‘* Hain’t to be no more sluggin’, is there?” 

“No; I'll let up on you.” 

‘““Well, on the dead an’ layin’ all business 
aside, that coat of your’n is a bum-fittin’ thing, 
ain't it?” 

The man who occupied the oftice forgot his 
promise and fired a law book at the insurance 
man. The latter immediately picked it up and 
bolted downstairs.—uffalo Express, 


Doing Nothing. 


One day Dr. Heller, of the French Academy 
of Medicine, met the gifted German writer 
and satirist, Heine, in Paris, 

“‘Ah, dear poet,” said the doctor, ‘‘you are 
all smiles this morning,” 

“It is for good reason, doctor. I have just 
been calling on my uncle from Hamburg, who 
is visiting Paris,” replied Heine. 

“Your uncle, the rich banker?” 

* Exactly.” 

“ Ah, then I understand your cheerful air.” 


‘Oh, it is not on account of the thousand- 
franc note that that Cony uncle epee inte into my 
hand, It is because of a remar ade to 
me, the true opinion of a banker, a pee, 
After he had embraced me, h 
‘ou are a0 eoual 
on, dear uncle,’ 
a 2 write books.’ ‘So I was saying,’ 
‘you are always doing noth- 
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The Song of the Stream. 


Republished by request 


Gently glide little stream so still 
Under the drooping willows, 
Under the elms by the old stone mill, 
With many a gurgle and dancing rill, 
With many a ripple and murmur low, 
Stealing along where the daisies grow, 
Splashing with joy in the golden light, 
Chasing the shadows twixt day and night, 
Crooning a song as you onward flow, 
A song 60 sad and a song so low, 
A strangely dreary, woeful dirge 
Sung to the music of blithesome birds, 
“* Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh, 
Ah me! what a weary stream am I 
Under the glittering golden light, 
Under the mioon ao calm and white 
Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh 
What a poor excuse for a river am I.” 


IL 
At eve in the depths of the woodland dim, 
That silent, mystical world, 
The home of the wood-nymph, the land of dream 
Where the fairies dance nor ever seem 
To know of a sun 60 strong and bright, 
For their wildest hour is the dead of night. 
At eve they creep from the fairies’ nook, 
And scramble down to the babbling brook, 
There, ‘midst the beds of sleeping flowers, 
They dance away the moon-lit hours, 
Dance tlil the fairy queen grows faint, 
And the tiny elves eo strangely quaint 
Creep down to the edge of the emiling brook 
To drink, and then with a rogiish look, 
Laugh back in the face of the mirrored moon, 
Which smiling sinke and sinking sets too soon. 
Then the fairy queen glides out and murmurs low, 
Hush ! little elves, before we turn to go, 
List to the song of our restless friend, 
He who forever rune until at yonder bend 
Vanishes, glides we know not where, 
Nor whether gliding he be still so fair, 
Nor even here whether he be friend or foe, 
But that he croons a lullaby so soft and low, 
A weary wail of sorrow, born of sighs we know, 
And sighing ever weeps and weeping glides so calm and 
slow 

On through our land of fairy bowere, 
Whispering sweet dreams to the sleeping flowers. 
Hush ! on the breast of the evening breeze, 
Through woodland dim, through sheltering leaves, 
Comes a murmur soft as a zephyr's sigh, 
Hush, fairies all ! do you hear the ory ? 

Forever to ripple, 

Forever to sigh, 
Ab me! what a weary stream am I, 
Under the glittering golden light, 
Under the moon 80 calm and white, 

Forever to ripple, 

Forever to sigh, 
What a poor excuse for a river am I. 


IIL. 
Then the fairies all stooped down to sing 
To the rippling waters sad, 
A strange little happy elfish throng, 
And the stream looked up and paused in hie song, 
To smile through perpetual tears. 
“* O, tell us pray,” said the fairy queen, 
“* Why art thou sad, why ever dream 
Ot the land of tears and sorrow and woe ' 
Thy life is free and thou canst flow 
Op, on forever nor danger know, 
For who would dare disturb thy dream / 
And who would dare to stop thy stream ‘ 
O restless friend, how strange thy song, 
As strange as mournful, sad as long. 
Carest not for the woods so grand and deep, 
Carest not for the tiny shrubs that peep 
Over the edge of thy mosey banks 


To gaze at thy bubbles’ wondrous pranke, 


O sparkling stream, so white and clear, 
Why is thy life eo dark and drear ?” 

lV. 
Having finished, the fairy queen sank down 


To rest on the shining sande, 


And over the strange, sad face of the brook 
Passed a pensive, weary, pitying look, 


And smiling eadly he whispered low : 
“ Poor wee elvee, how can you know ? 


Your life is one long summer dream, 


Not so with the little murmuring stream, 
You know of no other happier life, 

You are shielded from sorrow, storm and strife, 
But alone I wander, alone I run, 

With never a rest when the day is done, 
And O what a trifling etream am I, 
Dreading the golden light in the sky, 

Lest by ite shining I may die. 

O, I would be a river strong, 

So deep and powerfal, grand and long. 
And I would rush and roar and foam, 

And laugh at the light in yonder dome,. 
The world would stand in awe of me 

As I rushed to the arms of my mother, the sea. 
Bat alas! I only creep and sigh, 

And almost wish it were time to die. 

And now little elves with the tiniest queen 
That this land of the fairies has ever seen, 
Sweeter by far than the sovereigns grand 
Who rule in the ‘human being’ land, 

O friends | will you ever ask me why 

My life is one long, weary sigh ! 

Will you wonder etill why I ever sing 
That dreary dirge with a tearful ring ’ 


Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh, 


Ah me! what a weary stream am I, 
Under the glittering golden light, 
Under the moon so calm and white, 


Forever to ripple, 
Forever to sigh, 


What a poor excuse for a river am I.” 





Esther Talbot Kingsmill in Boston Waverley Magazine 
Sympathy. 


Por Saturday Night. 


He brought his loved one to the ocean's shore, 
And bade her look upon the silent deep, 
Which then awakened from his heavy sleep, 
As moved the gentle breezes that he bore ; 
Then soon he ewayed aad heaved etill more and more, 
As grew the breezas into storms and gales, 
Which dashed the billowe ‘gainst the rocks and ails, 
Until at laet ‘twas all one deafening roar. 


‘* This, dearest,” said he, ‘‘ is my heart for thee, 
As ocean breast ie to the gentle breeze, 
Or as the billow to the raging wind, 
And reste becalmed, and quite contentedly, 
Or else storm-tossed, and wild, and so agrees 
With every impulse of thy soul or mind.” 
Galt, Ont. AuEx, W, Crawrorp. 


To the Younger Brothers. 


For Saturday Night. 


Two selves there are within us: one that ware 
Against the impulse to do noble things ; 

And o’er our path this self incessant flings 

Ite evil shadow, that too often bare 

The way to deeds of honor. Noble scars 

Are those he weare who from this conflict brings 
Hie sou! victorious ; for within him springs 

A strength that towers to the watchful stare ! 


O my younger brothers! I would have you all 
Het the to that better self, whose pure, sweet face 
pee he Ay banish, nor your dreame by call $ 
clear voice will never fail to 
fe} just account, in after time and 


The moral coward in the cause of 
OmarLes Geenen Roerre, 
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July 15, 1893 


Between You and Me. 


AST Saturday I went over on the 
early boat to Queenston and 
took the electric car for Chip- 
pawa, just as hundreds of peo- 
ple have been doing every day 
since the road was completed. 
Not exactly in-the same spirit 
though, nor with the same end 

in view. The others mostly went to see Nia- 
gara and the Whirlpool. I went to ask a 
question of that most genial and kindly author, 
Mr. Walter Besant, whom I knew I should 
find enjoying the view from the balcony of the 
Clifton House. But the going was a lovely 
experience! The alarm clock kept me awake 
all night, and I was down at the boat at half- 
past six. Then the lake was like a glassy 
mirror, and the Fates sent me three congenial 
traveling companions—hubby, wife and sister, 
whom I liked well enough to inflict myself 
upon without a qualm. There wasn’t a 
crowd, and none of the passengers struck my 
notice but a little party of Christian Endea- 
vorers. The reason I thx-ught they were such 
was that they carried large bibles in black silk 
hand-bags, They carried clean cuffs between 
the leaves of their bibles, which seemed a little 
off-color to me, but agreed with the cuffs, The 
Electric Railway is emphatically a large scheme 
and one which works marvelously well; it is 
quite worth the trouble of “getting up all night” 
and having a headache to take a ride on it. 
And the view one gets here, there and every- 
where is simply magnificent, I hope you'll all 
go, good people, and have such a pleasant ride 
asIhad. We went straight through to Chip- 
pawa and had our dinner at the hotel, a de- 
lightsome Dutch place, with a funny little 
green grass plot, set out with chairs, showered 
with dust, and into which you hopped over an 
iron chain, The beds are built in the regular 
German style, mounds of feathers, and the 
quaint furnishings of the rooms are scrupul- 
ously and charmingly clean, The air of the 
‘* gast-zimmer” is bottled up from last year; 
one breath of it would do you for a fortnight. 
We had a real cholera dinnar; half a dozen 
kinds of vegetables, and green apple pie, made 
in the most reckless manner, of tiny green apple- 
lets. It was all lovely when one breakfasted 
ages ago! I did not know there were German 
settlers at Chippawa, but the only two inhabit- 
ants we met were sons of the Vaterland, a 
very old watchmaker, silver-haired, and gar- 
rulous over the boom which the railroad would 
confer upon the drowsy little terminus, and 
the good landlord, who asks two dollars a day 
for the privileges of the feather beds, the green 
“ garten " and the cholera menu. Quite a little 
coterie of Toronto folk are spending the sum- 
mer in the neighborhood. 


Do you talk slang? If so, read Brander 
Matthews’ talk on the matter in July Harper's 
Monthly. There you will find that you may 
‘fire out” your late-staying visitor, and you 
won't be slangey, for here is a line from Shake- 
speare which authorizes you: “Till my good 
angel fires my bad one out.” Also, you will be 
excused if you exactly express in slang some 
forcible idea, or describe some happening or 
scene. Slang, says this clever writer, is 
necessary to invigorate the language, to sup- 
plant words which have become feeble through 
much hard usage, to, as it were, keep our lan- 
guage in line with our advancing ideas and 


achievements. The war, the market, the 
exchange, the wonders of transportation, 
the winds and the tides bring each 


their quota of new expressive idioms and 
words. Who that listens to the talk 
of the streets could help a smile when he was 
informed that the ‘‘ jag” exhibits at the Chicago 
Fair were in the west gallery of the Agricul- 
tural Building? (Perhaps you don't know, dear 
reader, that there are to be found the brewers’ 
and distillers’ best samples). How many times 
this year have pretty women remarked that a 
ladies’ tea was a “hen party,” and the male 
man’s contemptuous description of some pious 
Dorcas workers as “old hens” is to be met 
with in all its force every now and then. 
**Bounce” is the gentle mood of “fire out,” 
and has as ancient an origin, but from the im- 
possible pugilist must come the description of 
the modern clerk's modern reprimand when he 
announces himself as ‘“‘ jumped on ;” perhaps, 
if he has had a very serious time, he says he 
was £o treated ** with both feet.” 


om 

By the way, a friend informs me that the 
captain of the Viking ship was rather victim- 
ized in the contretemps I alluded to last week, 
that he and his men were assisting ** the under 
dog” in a street row when the sergeant took 
them in charge, and that their incarceration 
was an outrage. I see a good many compli- 
ments are flying about the columns of ex- 
changes to the gallant crew and their fine 
commander, and therefore I hope my friend 
has now given me the right end of the story of 


their arrest. S 


My attention has been directed to a matter 
at once urgent and disagreeable. I wonder do 
the mothers who send their little children to 
play in the Horticultural Gardens know that 
this pretty spot is frequented by some abomin- 
able young men, human brutes who cannot be 
trusted among humanity. I know, without 
any doubt, that such creatures persecute the 
knowing little nurse-girls who are in charge of 
these little children, that they suggest decep- 
tion of their employers and pollute their minds 
with every manner of evil. Only a day or two 
since a young girl of sixteen in charge of a 
little baby was importuned by such a man to 
pass him off to her mistress as her brother and 
to ask leave to go out with him that evening. 
Fortunately the father of the infant hap- 
pened to be passing and overheard the 
tempter and routed him in short order, 
The police say they cannot interfere 
unless a girl complains to them, but many 
girls are afraid to accost a policeman, 
Could not our brave bobbies (who can size up & 
tough much more accurately than you or I 
could) keep a sharp eye on such men as the 
offender above mentioned, and if he were 


observed talking with the maids and children, 
warn him and frighten him away?! Iv is rather 
a shocking thing that the pure little ones and 
their caretakers should be polluted by contact 
with that vileat of all the male creation, the 
vulture who feeds upon the young and pre- 


sumably innocent girls of Toronto. 
Lapy Gay. 









































































_TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. ; 


Capture of the Koh-i=-nur. 


Written for Saturday Night by R. M. 


and followed the drum, not bekase I was ob- 
leeged toon account o’ the bad times but be- 
kase I had a nat’ral liking for the thrade, 
and jined the depot of the owld 53rd Shrop- 
shires at Athlone, By in’ by when I was 
drilled I was wan of a big draft sint out to 
India to jine the headquarter companies to fill 
up the vacancies in the ranks owing to the 
heavy losses sustained at Aliwal and Sabraon. 
Thim engagements opened the route for Gin- 
eral Gough to Lahore, the capital of the Pan- 
jaub and the chief city of the Sikh nation, 
’Twas there I jined me rig’mint in 1847. You 
must understand that the company—the ded 
and gone owld Aist India Company I mane— 
and the Govermint at home wor anxious to 
get howld of The Koh-in-noor—the ‘ mountain 
of light’ it isin English—bekase it was proph- 
sied be the Hindoo saints long ago, just like 
Cullim Kill in Ireland, that whosoever held 
possession of it would rule in Hind. Shure 
hundreds of years ago, whin the big diamond 
was found be wan of the Hindoo saints in Gol- 
conda, which some says is Killishandra in the 
County Cavan, but-sorra a wan o’ me knows 
the defferince, it was blessed by the chief saint 


On the line of the Esquimalt and Nanaimo 
Railway, Vancouver Island, midway between 
Victoria and Nanaimo, is situated the pictur- 
esque little hamlet of Duncan Station, one of 
the few openings chopped out of the primeval 
forest in the seventy-five miles of dreary 
wilderness traversed by the road. Besides the 
railway station, a hotel, blacksmith’s shop, 
implement warehouse, a couple of stores and 
a few scattered residences, environed by a 
background of dense forest, present to the eye 
of the traveler the only apparent evidences of 
advancing civilization. Although ‘‘Duncan’s,” 
as it is familiarly called, is the central 
depot for the famed Cowichan district, desig- j 
nated the garden of Vancouver Island, yet the 
only indication in support thereof in the imme- 
diate vicinity are a few clearings of no con- 
siderable extent. Twenty-five miles to the west 
lies Cowichan Lake, an extensive sheet of 
water, the noted resort of pilgrim nimrods 
from near and far, where, in season, good sport 
is assured to rod or rifle. To the north of the 
hamlet the railway crosses what in spring is 
a@ broad, turbulent stream of no diminutive 
width and volume, reduced in summer to 
the confines of a babbling brook. Skirted | 0’ the time av coorse; and the blessing, even 0’ 
by this stream and in view of the | the haythin’, sticks to it yet. It fell into the 
station, occupying a broad stretch of; hands of Nadir Shah, the Great Mogul. A big 
bottom land, nestles the unpretentious home- | thief he was be all that’s towld; and he gave 
stead of one of England’s war-worn warriors, | it to the King of Afghanistan, whose descind- 
Mr. P, Herinesey, who for the past seventeen | int, Shah Soojah, mortgaged it to Rungeet 
years has battled against the wilds of nature } Shing, the great Sikh chief, for the revenue of 
and now proudly points to the eighty acres of | a beggarly town land in the Punjaub. Run. 
reclaimed forest land in evidence of the muscle | geet, a clever chap he was, had a fine army 
of his own strong right arm. Here, like the old ! disciplined be European officers. Two o’ thim 
Roman Cincinnatus, the “old sojer” in soli- | had been ginerals in owld Napoleon’s sarvice. 
tude smokes the pipe of peace “ beneath his | And, I suppose to rid the mortgage on his bit 
own vine and fig tree.” 0’ property, backed the claim of Doust Mahom- 

Chance threw us in the neighborhood of} med agin Shah Soojah for the crown of 
Duncan’s last season, and having promised Mr. | Afghanistan. This uv coorse brought down on 
Hennesey, if fate ever brought us to his ; Rungeet and his successor, Duleep Snigh, the 
vicinity, to call on him and have a chat and a watchful eye of the ‘company.’ 
smoke of the pipe together, in fulfilment “The disasthers of the Cabiell campaign, 
thereof one hot August afternoon found us| inding in the massacre of the Kyber Pass in 
making for the retreat of the old warrior. As we | ’41, had a mighty bad effect on the Sikhs, who 
approached the domicile, notwithstanding the | became very sassy, and the outbreak on the 
extreme heat of the afternoon the owner was | Sutledge was the consequence, inding in the 
observed vigorously wielding a hoe in his well | defate of the Sikh chief, Duleep Singh, and 
cultivated garden, and hailing the busy toiler | his surrender, with his whole army, at Sab- 
ina manner best calculated to attract his at- | raon. According to the terms of Duleep’s sur- 
tention, we shouted : . render the big diamond was to be given up to 

“Guard, turn out!” Gough at Lahore. This was only a put-off, for 

The stooped figure straightened, looking to- | all the time they wor encouraging those that 
wards us, and a smile of recognition beamed | hadn’t surrendered to howld out and wor quietly 
on the sun-bronzed countenance, becoming as | preparing to fight agin. But the authorities 
rigid and stolid as if on parade on the command: | failed to see the dodge till the threachry of the 
‘* Fifty-third, attention! Presentarms!” The | Sikh gineral, Shere Singh, at the first siege 
hoe was brought to the “ shoulder,’ then to | of Mooltan, opened their eyes and who after- 
the *‘ present.” The tall form, though weighted | wards took the field\ aginst us at the head of 
nearly with the allotted three score and ten, was | forty thousand as well disciplined min as ivir bit 
as straight and as upright as when “ old brown | acathridge or showldered a firelock. O' coorse 
Bess” and the old-time knapsack were borne | Duleep’s people disclaimed all knowledge, act 
instead of the years, and so remained till ‘‘dis- | or part in Shere’s actions. Howiver, the au- 
missed,” according to the formula of the by- | thorities larned somehow that the big dia- 
gone manual of arms. A beautiful exhibition | mond was hid somewhere in Lahore ; so a strict 
of that same thing, which may be almost | watch was kept on the chief fort of the place, 
termed instinct, begotten only of early military | round the palace, and on the movements of the 
training, Mr. Hennesey, though now in his | Sikhs about the place. Our barracks was in 
sixty-seventh year, is in person as straight | the big fort o’ coorse, whin wan Sunday marn- 
and as upright as the day he charged and | ing in October, 1848—I recollect the day well— 
drove the fierce Sikhs from Mooltan forty-three | we were given a great surprise. There was the 
years ago! A strict teetotaler of many years, | usual church parade, which is never, under any 
standing, though an inveterate votary of the | circumstances, neglected in the British sarvice, 
consoiing weed, the ‘old sojer” enjoys mag- | and as there wor only wan building for prayers, 
nificent health, along with a well earned pen- | the Cathlicks and Prodistints had to take 
sion from the Imperial Government, and pre- | turn about. Being in an enemy’s country we 
sents in every feature, even in old age, a| wint tochurch fully armed and accoutred, to 
splendid specimen of one of the rank and file, | be prepared in case of sudden attack. There 
which, alas, appears to have been mustered | wor a good sprinkling of Irish, consequently a 
out of the service with “old brown Bess,” a | good number of Cathlicks in the corps, 
specimen of the race which composed the rank **At tin o’clock that Sunday marning we 
and file that hurled four times their number of | wor, as usual, under arms for church parade, 
the heroes of Essling, Austerlitz and Wagram | waiting for the Prodistints to come out 
from the rocky heights of Busaco; stayed the | o’ church, whin, instead of marching off to 
eagle in its victorious flight at Barrossa and | hear mass when the Prodistints came out, the 
stood triumphant on the bloody heights of | whole o’ us wor ordered to “ pile arms” on the 
Albuera, | parade ground, go to our quarters and howld 

As anticipated, a cordial welcome from the | ourselves in readiness to turn out at a mo- 
‘old sojer” greeted us and a plenitude of cool, | ment’s notice. By in by the bugle sounded, 
fresh milk preceded our adjournment to| ‘Orderly sarjints to the cinter.’ We didn’t 
beneath the friendly shade of a spreading | know what was up till the sarjints came run- 
Vancouver Island pine, when the ‘old sojer” | ning back and sarved us out with tin rounds of 
shouldered his pipe for want of a crutch and | ammunition aich extra. The min wor allowed 
showed how fields were won. to disperse, keeping their belts on ready for an 

“You're always humbugging me entirely,” | emergincy on the first tap of the drum. We 
he commenced in a strong Tipperary accent, | had our dinner as usual, and our grog at the 
‘*whin iver I see ye about. canteen, three ‘ pegs’ for aich man a day and a 

The 53rd, the dirty orew, dhram for iviry peg in a boord wid holes in id 
Lost their facings at Waterloo. opposite yer name, The day was raw, cowld 

** Now, let me tell ye, be their facings red, and chilly enough, so ye may be shure the pegs 
blue, green or black, they wor always a good | filled the holes pretty quick. I wasn't a tee- 
fighting corps, the honors on the colors’!l tell | totlar in thim days and not for many a long 
ye that, and what's more, they gave to the | day after—the saints above forgive me—and 
Queen the brightest and biggest gim in her | didn’t care a brass farden for man or divil. 
crown—the Koh-i-noor, no less—it’s meself's the | Towards evening, about four o'clock, the great 
boy can tell ye all about it. We'll have a | guns of the fort began thundering out a royal 
shaugh o' the diadem to keep ye from going | salute; we couldn't make out what all the 
aslape, and perhaps ye’ll find something in id | fluster mint ‘tall, ‘tall, but we worn’t long in 
worth listening to. ignorance. All at wanst the ‘assimbly’ 

“In the year '45—the dear summer as it’s | sounded and the drums bate to arms, and the 
called in the owld sod—I was as strong, healthy, | whole garrison, Europeans and Saypoys, were 
divil-may-care a gossoon as any you'd find at the | on the parade in less time than I’m telling you, 
time, tho’ it’s meself's saying it, in the three | wheeled into line, presinted arms, while 
broad parishes roun’ the good town of Cloumell. | the colors drooped and the drums rolled, 
Could howld me own at football, wrastling, | the band played God Save the Queen 
wake or fair, patern or funeral, dance, wed- | as the big dimont wor brought out of 
ding, christening or hurling match. Shure | its hiding place undher sthrong. escort 
hurling’s what thim omadhawns down at Vic- | where it had been found at last afther 
toria calls polo whin ’tis nothing but herling a | they’d been hunting day and night fora year 
horse back and by the same token could | and more. Some thought it wor in Mooltan, 
handle a kippeen of a blackthorn wid the best | but all the time ‘twas safe and snug hid away 
o’thim. The failures and mistakes of Gough | down in the underground dungeons of the 
in the first Sikh war ‘45.6 brought to mind of | Lahore Palace. 
the authorities at Horse Guards the saying of “In a month or so aftherwards an’ towards 
Charlie Napier at the battle of Meeane whin he | Christmas, the 98th Rig’mint under command 
defated 30,000 Belooches with 1,600 Saypoys | of Sir Colin Campbell, aftherwards Lord Clyde, 
and a handful of European throops. marched into relieve us. Sir Colin, I remim- 

““*My God,’ sed he ‘if I only had a thousand | ber, was also acting Brigadier while we re- 
o’ the gallant boys o' Tipperary what a divil | mained. You see the 98th wora young corps 
o' a licking I'd give ‘em, Faith it’s the thruth | thin, only just raised you may say, so they wor 
I’m telling ye, ye'll see thim selfsame words | left to garrison Lahore, while we marched to 
in his book, and besides I had ‘em meself from | join that hot-headed Irishman, Gough, in the 
Mickey Doyle o' the company’s sarvice, as was | campaign against the revolted Shere Shing. 
bugler to him that day and was lestening to | Afther we left Lahore the authorities, fearing, 
every word the gineral sed. And so the fife | I suppose, to lose the big charmed diamont, 
and drum was started out to gather in the boys | now whin they had howld o’ it, decided to send 
o’ Tipperary to go and fight the Sikhs, I it at wanst home to the Queen and its depart- 
‘listed, tuck the shilling, hoisted the ribbons, ‘ ure from Lahore was attinded with great pomp 





















Smitherley—Talking about eccentricity, my old man has not had hi | 
Nostrand—Great Jehoshaphat ! he nen be a sight. nee a anes 
Smitherley—Oh, no; nothing extraordinary. 


and cereminy. We left behind at Lahore | and burnin’ any barns?” 
about two hundred and fifty sick and invalids ** Not a word,” 
of ours, and bekase ours had the honor of find- “Jest afore I come away a naybor o’ mine 
ing it, the Koh-i-noor on a welvit and goold | named Taylor bought an old biler and engine 
cushion was brought out on to the parade { to saw wood with. Don’t see anything about a 
where the garrison wor assimbled and laid | biler explodin’ ana killin’ a lot o’ folks, do 
down in the middle of the hollow square formed | you?” 
be the throops amidst the thunders of a royal “Nothing. I think you'll find everything all 
salute. Be Sir Colin’s ordhers ivery man jack of | right at home.” 
ours prisint in garrison, sick or well, filed past **Waal, I hope so, but I dunno. I’ve bin gone 
the big diamont while the bands played as they | a hull week, you know. When I left home the 
took a last look at the ‘mountain o’ light’ afore | old woman was mad, Sarah was threatenin’ to 
it wor packed up to be sint off under a strong | run away, and Sam and Bill was havin’ a fight 
escort. in the barnyard. Mebbe things is all right, 
“**Och, me jewel, bedad thim wor the times. | but I sha’n’t git over sweatin’ out my collars 
If I was as wise as I’m now I might be the | and feelin’ weak in the knees till I walk in on 
wealthiest buddagh in Canady to-day, for the |’em. Much obliged to you, stranger. Mebbe 
goold wor to be had for the picking up. Talk | my prayers hev bin answered and everything 
o’ the buccaneers and the sacking o’ Panama! | is all right, though Sarah’s red-headed and I’m 
Cortze and Montezuma! Whew! they couldn't | a leetle shaky on her.”—Detroit Free Press. 
howld a farden rush-light to Mooltan !” 











A Farmer, but No Jay. 





He Was Hopeful. , 
A certain baker in business in a small town 


in Normandy obtained his supply of butter 
from a farmer in the neighborhood. One day 
he discovered that the pats, which were sup- 





It was on a New York ferry boat. A middle- 
aged man sat reading his newspaper, when an 
old man who had been walking up and down 
with a bulging big satchel knocking against | posed to weigh three pounds each, were not up 
his leg at every step, stopped before him and | to the standard, and further examination re- 
asked : vealed a steady diminution in the daily pro- 

‘Is that to-day’s paper your are readin’ ?” vision. At last the baker lodged a formal com- 

‘**I don’t read papers two or three days old as | plaint against the farmer, and the affair was 
a rule,” was the rather uncivil reply. brought before the local court. 

** Don’t, eh? I’ve knowed folks to read the ‘*Have you scales?” enquired the magistrate. 
Bible, which is considerably more’n two or “Yes, Monsieur le Juge,” was the reply. 
three days old! However, I wanted to ask if **And have you any weights?” continued the 
there was any news from around Schoharie? | judge. An answer this time in the negative 
My home’s up thar, and I’ve been down to}; was promptly given. 

Tuckerton to visit my sister.” “But how did you manage to weigh your 

‘*T haven’t seen any,” was the reply. butter?” asked the magistrate. 

“If anything had happened it would be in Then the farmer related that ever since the 
the papers, wouldn't it?” baker had taken his butter he had returned 

“Possibly. Why don’t you get one and see?” | the compliment by buying his bread. The 

‘Cause I hev to wear glasses, and yesterday | baker supplied him with three pound loaves, 
I lost the right eye outer my spectacles. An | and he had used them as weights for his butter. 
all-fired good pair they was, too, I wouldn't | ‘It is his fault, not mine, if the weight is not 
hev taken six shillin’s fur ’em. The children } correct,” added the farmer, who was speedily 
was a playin’ with ‘em while I was takin’ a/ acquitted and left the court in triumph with 
nap, and I guess they punched the eye out and | an escort of friends and admirers. Since this 
lost it in the door-yard. Nuthin’ from Scho- | trial the farmer is said to have been supplied 
harie, eh ?” with more than his due provision of bread ; 

‘*IT don’t see anything. Did you expect any- | but he has taken good care not to fall into the 
thing to happen?” opposite error, and the baker has now his 

** Waal, you can’t allus tell what'll happen | three-pound pats of butter, full weight, but not 
when you're gone, you know. One of the cows | an ounce more.— London Telegraph. 
was actin’ sorter queer when I left, and I smal iiiniateasel 
shouldn't be surprised if it turned out to be a 
case of holler-horn. Bill was goin’ to begin 
breakin’ a colt next day after I left, and thar's 
no knowin’ but what he might hev got kicked. 
Mebbe that's a pictur’ of Bill as he looked 
afore he was kicked?” 

* No! that’s a picture of Uncle Sam.” 

“Oh! Isee! Looks a good deal like Bill, 
as nigh as I kin make out. Hain't bin no 
cyclones up my way?” 








An Anchor to Windward. 
“*Going to the World's Fair, of course ?” 
** Yes ;—self-protection.” 
* How so?” 
**To stave off the fellows who will want to 
= me all about it for the rest of my natural 
| e. 


A Pulverized Rule. 
The Janitor (crustily}—You can read, can’t 
yer? 








“No.” Flat hunter—Certainly I can. 
* Lightnin’ hain’t struck anybody or any- The Janitor—Well, glue yer eyes on that sign. 
thing?” The Head from the Door—Mr. Sweeps ! 
a < The Janitor— What is it? 
No. The Head from the Door—The doctor sends 





“Say anything about tramps comin’ along | his congratulations and says it’s a boy, sir. 


A Domestic Insult. 


Mrs, Newlywed—I shall go home to mother this very day ! 
Visitor—Why, what’s the matter, dear ? 
Mrs. Newlywed--I made a batch of doughnuts this morning, and George is out there pitch- 


ing quoits with them. 








Peter: 


2 Ne ta a a ll daD + 


OR fifty- 

eight out 

of the six- 

ty days 

that elaps- 
ed between the 
pay-master’s bi- 
monthly visits to the pst, Private Gallagher 
was the best soldier in the command. When 
he marched on guard it was ten to one that he 
would be selected as “orderly for the com- 
manding officer,” an honor always given to the 
smartest soldier on guard. The sleeve of his 
dress-coat was a mass of service and war chev- 
rons: on his breast he wore the sharpshooter’s 
cross with two bars, and the Congressional 
medal of honor, won by his cool valor many 
years before in Arizona, when, finding himself 
cut off with a wounded captain and four cart- 
ridges by three Chiricahua Apaches, he shot 
the three dead before they could pull a trigger. 
S:srvice and war chevrons he had galore, but 
his sleeve was bare of the non-commissioned 
officer's stripes, and the reason of it lay in the 
occurrences of the two eventful days of the 
above-mentioned sixty. The ink of his signa- 
ture on the piy-rolls was not dry before Pri- 
vate Gallagher was on his way to the adjacent 
town, there to exchange the crisp bills of the 
paymaster for the vile whisky of the *‘ Bucking 
Broncho” saloon. That night at check-roll- 
call Gallagher was reported absent, and again 
at reveille, and next morning when the patrol 
sent after him marched into the post, the 
smart soldier of the day before would never be 
recognized in the battered and inert form that 
was carried into the guard-house. 

Remonstrance and reprimand had first been 
tried by all the officers, from the Colonel down 
to the last graduate from the Point. Then the 
wheels of military justice were set to grinding, 
and again and again Private Gallagher stood 
up before garrison or summary courts martial 
to plead “Guilty, sor,” to the charge that, in 
the soldier's code, covers a multitude of sins, 
‘conduct tothe prejudice of good order and 
military discipline.” At last the Colonel’s pati- 
ence gave out. One morning when, after a 
pay-day spree, Gallagher, looking as spruce 
and soldierly as if he had never seen the inside 
of a guard-house, knocked at the door of the 
Colonel's office and announced, ‘ Private Gal- 
lagher reports a3 commanding officer's orderly, 
sor,” he was told that the next offence would 
bring him before a general court-martial. Now 
a general court martial for a soldier with Gal- 
lagher’s record of ** previous trials and convic- 
tions” meant nothing less than dishonorable 
discharge from the army. 

One afternoon, as the paymaster’s ambulance 
and escort were disappearing down the road in 
a cloud of dust on their way to the railway 
station, Lieutenant Barker. the senior lieuten- 
ant of Gallagher's company, was hurrying to- 
wards the barracks for the daily drill, wonder- 
ing how many men would be suffering from 
that tired feeling, the bacilli of which seemed 
to be generated in the air by the mere presence 
of an ofticer of the pay corps at the post. 
the tirst few moments of the drill Barker no- 
ticed nothing unusual, 
beatific content on Private Gallagher’s face, 


and an inclination, hastily corrected, to execute | 
” at the command “Fours left!” | 
These vagaries the lieutenant was disposed to | 


; “fours right 


overlock, not wishing to be the means of bring- 
ing the old soldier before the general court 
with which the Colonel had threatened him. 
But matters grew worse as the drill went on. 
Finally, when Gallagher began to show acon- 
tempt for the interval between files of the new 
drill regulations, and his preference for the old 
‘shoulder to shoulder” formation by leaning 
heavily against his neighbors in ranks, the 
lieutenant lost his patience and exclaimed : 
* Sergeant Murphy, take Gallagher behind the 
barracks and drill him there by himself!” 
At the end of a half-hour Barker brought his 
| company to a ‘‘rest,” and proceeded to the bar- 
racks to see what success Sergeant Murphy 
and Gallagher were having with their evolu- 
tions a deux. 
was not encouraging. The sergeant had evi- 
dently given the thing up in despair, while 


Gallagher was sitting upon the steps of the | 


porch, his head between his hands, in an atti- 
tude of complete collapse. 

** Well, Gallagher,” enquired the lieutenant, 
‘* what's the matter with you now?” 

‘*Oi'm sick, sor,” replied Gallagher, screwing 
up his face into an expression of mortal agony. 

**That story will hardly do,” said Barker. 
** You're not sick ; you’re drunk.” 

** Indade, Lieutenant, Oi’m not dhrunk, sor.” 

* But I see plainly that you are, Gallagher.” 

For a moment the old soldier knit his brow 
in an apparent struggle to give fit expression 
to a great truth that was stirring in his brain ; 
thes, in a triumphant voice he exclaimed, 

* No, Lieutenant, Oi’m not dhrunk; Oi may be 
lyin’, but Oi’m not dhrunk,” 


And Private Gallagher was never tried by 


general court-martial, for Lieutenant Barker 
is still trying to fathom the full meaning of 
Private Gallagher's distinction. — Harper's 
Weekly. 





The Adventures of Jones 


VI.—THE FRESH BEAR CO, 


A gloom seemed to rest upon the usually | 


genial party gathered around the table. Even 
the vivacious Jackson Peters was somewhat 
downcast, especially after Jones thwarted him 
in his atiempt to tell of a St. Louls man he had 
just heard of who recently took first prizaina 
homdng pigeon match by inserting a small 


ing him with hydrogen gas. Jones indignantly 
denounced the story as improbable. After this, 
silence settled down wpon the group for some 
time; but when the waiter withdrew, Jones 
rf casually observed, ‘I see the usual summer 






For | 


save a smile of far-off | 


The picture that met his eye | 


| the bulk of the trade, and doubled my money 


“> rubber tube in the throat of his bird and inflat- | 





i trouble with the ice men has begun.” 
“Yes,” Robinson returned. ‘‘My ice-man 
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Private Gallagher’s Distinction. 


complains of the expense of having to carry 

one large piece of ice in his wagon to keep the 

little ones from melting before he can deliver 
them to his customers.” 

* Precisely,” answered Jones, ‘‘ That is the 
way with ice-men. I once knew an ice-man in 
Detroit who presented each of his customers 
with a volume of Dr. Kane’s Arctic Explora- 
tions, and then cut down the size of his pieces 
of ice fifty percent. But speaking of ice-men, 
how inadequate, after all, is our vaunted sys- 
tem of cold storage. I speak, gentlemen, ex 
cathedra, having been the originator and presi- 
dent of the Scranton Fresh Bear Supply Co. 
We raised black bears and put fresh bear meat 
on the market in car-load lots, whether bears 
were in season or not. I will tell you about it 
in a moment.” 

‘Jones leaned back ina chair and puffed at 
his cigar with an air of blended expectation 
and resignation. At the end of one minute he 
remarked simply, ‘* Well?” 

“Well what?” demanded 
sharply. 

‘*Weare waiting, Jackson, for the story of 
an uncle of yours who invented a canary-bird 
cage which could be used asa rat-trap at night.” 

‘‘There was never anything of the kind in 
the family,” answered Jackson Peters, with a 
suspicion of indignation. 

“Indeed? I anticipated that a direct refer- 
enoe to black bears would remind you of canary 
bird cages. But to our story. In was at 
Scranton, Pennsylvania, the State bear head- 
quarters. In fact, Scranton is the wild animal 
capital of the United States. At no other 
place are they so intelligent. I was once, eight 
miles north of Scranton, jostled by two black 
bears while a third picked my pocket of a 
tobacco-pouch and sixty cents in change. You 
may well look interested, Jackson; that is 
worth remembering. A young man of your 
age can learn many valuable facts by listening 
quietly to my conversation. Still, I never had 
an uncle who invented a folding-bed which 
could be used as a sloop-yacht in the daytime, 
utilizing the sheets for sails and the space 
under the mattress for storing the champagne. 

“But we did not have to do with the wild 
bears except to make a beginning. We caught 
one hundred prime black bears and started a 
bear ranch. At the end of four years we had 
five thousand head of bear. We began to put 
them on the market, and the Scranton Supply 
Co,’s bear meat became famous in this country 

| and Europe. But we found our profits largely 
eaten up by several peculiarities of the busi- 
ness, Our bears all became beautifully fat in 
| the fall, but to keep them so and supply the 
year-around demand which had sprung up was 
| expensive. We tried raising the price, but the 
| public would not stand it, and many people 
ceased to buy our meat. We tried cold storage 
| for our boar meat, but this our customers also 
| objected to, demanding absolutely fresh meat. 
Indeed, local butchers soon came to insist on 
having the live bear shipped directly to them. 
When we abandoned cold storage we found 
ourselves $50,000 in debt, and with two thou- 
sand fat bears on hand ready for the abattoir, 
and practically no demand for bear at remu- 
nerative prices. I may say, gentlemen, that it 
was not a good day for b’ar. 

**Atthis juncture the president of the com- 
pany arose and took complete control of affairs 
with a firm hand. I think I mentioned the 
fact that I was the president. I asked for un- 
limited authority, and the stockholders gave it 
tome. I turned to the abandoned cold-storage 
warehouse, started up the ice-machines, and 
although it was in June, reduced the tempera- 
ture inside to five below zero. In the mean- 
time I had procured from the woods around 
Scranton two thousand hollow logs. These I 
placed in the cold-storage warehouse, I then 
drove in our two thousand fat bears. They 
sniffed the air once or twice, growled a little 
and began nosing around among the logs. They 
thought they saw that a hard winter was upon 
them, and, gentlemen, each one of those intelli- 
| gent animals crawled into a hollow log and 
began to hibernate. By keeping the tempera- 
ture at the same low point we found that we 
could leave a b2ar there for any length of time 
we chose—three months, six months, one year, 
two years—and he would come out as fat and 
fresh as when he went in. When we got an 
order from a butcher we would naila cover 
over the hole in the log and ship it to him with 
the bear inside, like a silk hat in a pasteboard 
box. The butcher could, if he wished, put him 
in cold storage and keep him still longer. We 
advertised our bears as ‘hibernated at the 
ranch,’ and at the end of two years! retired 
from the company with $80.000 in cash.” 

Jones rose, walked firmly to the mantel, and 
helped himself toa match. The voice of Jack- 
son Peters was heard in the room, as he sniffed 
the air and said, ‘‘ I suppose you lost it raising 
rabbits to slaughter during the dark of the 
moon in a convenient cemetery for their left 
hind feet, eh?” 

‘* Young man, I didn't iose that money at all. 
I went to Chicago and began the publication of 
pocket testaments for the Iowa trade. I had 
strong competition in the Iowa Family Supply 
Company, but as its testaments held only a 
pint, while mine would all hold a quart, I got 


Jackson Peters 


ins‘de of eighteen months.”— Harper's Weekly, 








One Way of Announcing It 


Mrs. Gagan—lIt’ the foine, dacint, quiet boy 
| Murty Floogan is, an’ it nigh broke th’ heart 
av him t’ foind his father full at Minchy's lasht 
noight. 

Mes. Horrity—Did anny wan ilse fale it? 

Mrs. Gagan—Yis; th’ ould man. He died 
this marnin’, 





The Exact Facts. 


Lawyer— You think, then, that your aseailant 
attacked you with malice pre e? 

Client—I dunno, sah—he might ‘er had one o’ 
dem kind o’ mallets; but de principal thing he 
used wor a razzer, sah | 







































































exhibits. 


Correspondence Coupon 


The above Coupon must accompany every graphological 
study sent in The Editor requests correspondents to od- 
serve the following Rules: 1. Graphological studies must 
consist of at least six lines «f orivinal matter, including 
several capital setters. 2 Letters will be answered in their 
order, unless under unusual circumstances. Correspon- 
dents need not take up their own ant the Editor's time by 
writing reminders and requests for haste. 3. Quotations, 
scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4 Please address 
Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless accompanied 
by coupons are not studied. * 

Zirta —I should jike to hear how and where you are. 
Let me k: ow if you go to New York. 

VioL.ers —You are only a child but you will make a sweet 
woman 6)me day ; at present your writing lacks character 
and wouldn’t bear delineation. 

MARIANNR.—You struck the vacation season precisely. 
You are energetic, clever, hopeful, rather vivacious, warm- 
hearted, imaginative, refiaed and independent in thought, 
amiable, a little ambitious, and an attractive creature 
generally. 

CINDERELLA —You are prudent, reticent and rather mat- 
ter-of-fact, have good judgment, tenacity of purpose, some 
energy and a good deal of refinement; you are hopeful but 
not markedly vivacious, and you are aleo honest, truthful 
and anxious for perfection. 

Diana —This is a rather thoughtful, self-contained per- 
son, honest and truthful, gentle-tempsred and adaptable, 
eometimes careless; and very #ff :otionate, some humor and 
a firm, constant and well directed will are shows. The 
writer is not markedly original. 

Myra —You are tenacious, a little prone to d2spon?, of 
calm and enduring eff rt and warm affction, slightly ideal. 
istic, sometimes sharp in temper, fond of society and care- 
ful of details. You are fully endowed with energy for all 
the plans you can make, and are conscientious. 


Lavy Corisanps —1 Have ) ou read Coningsby, Tanored, 
Sybil, and Vivian Grey? [am q1ite of your way of think. 
ing. 2 Your writing shows sympathy, refinement, tact, 
yove cf beauty, adaptability, good temper and vivacity, 
affzction is strong, care and method good and hope plain. 
A very pretty and attractive study, my lady ! 

Ovip IreLanp —This is a bright and decidedly clever 
person, idealistic, and while self-controlled and discreet, 
capable of very deep #ffsction. Love of comfort, candor 
and self-respect are shown; method is deliberate and a 
little studied, and there is some lack of snap; a person to 
be relied upon, constant, rather quietin manner and able 
to adapt himself to almost any circamsta ices. 

Seraris —Your writing is more marked by a wide and 
uncontrolled imagination than by conceit, pure and simple. 
This imagination may confer on yourself various imaginary 
traite. It works that way when joined to egotism. You 
are strong in will and purpose, very variable ia tempora- 
ment, obstinate in certain matters, and somewhat preja- 
diced. You are hasty and not always very discreet, very 
active, alert and bright in manner, apt to idealiz: and very 
impatient of control. A sort of moral and mental cyclone, 
I should f sncy, tending generally in a hopefal and ambiti- 
ous direction. 

Dingsa Menrow.—1. It ie the safest plan not to draw any 
conclusions from the young man’s attentions. If he is fond 
of you, he'll tell you about it, never fear. In the mean- 
time enj»y the good things and don’t make any theories as 
to ths state of his sff-ctions. Itis not sensible nor digni 
fied. 2. I should not jidge you t> be disagreeable. 3. I 
think the name you mention very pretty. 4. Your writ- 
ing is rather commonplace. It showe self-assertion and a 
little artificiality, but has many good pointe; candor, 
prudence, honesty and rather fair j idgment among them. 
You are a careful young person, not vivacious nor markedly 
clever, but rather a nice girl. 

Vo.t-AmpuaK.—l1. I never throw a letter aside unless it 
is hopelessly vulgar or impertinent, or does not comply with 
the rules. Sometimes I delineate very silly matter for the 
sake of the graphological aspsct, which shows that the 
writer isn’t such a fool as he would have me think. 2. 
Your study showsa persistent, determined and slightly self- 
willed mind, a little anxious for effsct, amply energetic, 
given to weigh and consider matters, with some sense of 
humor, a rather gentle and persuasive method, cautious, 
and rather reticent, somewhat alive to artistic influences, 
and a decidedly self-respecting character. You can get 
your own way without bluster, I think; on looking over 
your characteristics, perhaps you can answer your own 
q 1estion. 

Dox Joux —1. You are a good deal taken up with your- 
self at all events. That may settle your q 1estione broadly. 
2 Your writing shows lack cf will, atendency to look on 
the gray side, a desire for eff sct, capacity for aff ction but 
much egotism, love of soft corners and a discreet but not 
reserved nature, facility, liking for pretty things, great 
care for details, method and some eelf-will. A bachelor 
or a married man might euffsr from any or all of 
th we traite, I fancy. 3. I think you have too much sens: 
to vote for the S :ott Act and not enough to be a “ borric: 
old bacnelor.” That last role callstor a good supply. g You 
take narrow views and are incapable of the reverential 
attitude. You don’t agree with me, in a graphological 
way, doctor. We could enj»y a laugh togeth>r, if it wae 
at somebody else’s expense. 








Canada at the World’s Fair. 


CORTICELLI SILK CO'S EXHIBIT, 





What the Nonotuck Silk Co. did not obtain 
in the American silk sec‘ion in Manufactures 
building, the Corticelli Silk Mills, St. John’s, 
Quebec, their branch in Canada, own in the 
Canadian section. That is a position and 
space appropriate to the importance of the 
exhibit. 

In the Canadian section in the yreat Manu- 
factures building the Corticelli Silk Mills’ 
exhibit has been assigned one of the choicest 
positions, fronting on Columbia avenue, the 
grand central aisle running north and south. 
The location is the most desirous and central, 
and any exhibit at such a point cannot fail to 
be noted by every visitor to the building. 

With the assistance of Robt. L. Hare, son of 
R. W. Hare, Chicago manager for the Nono- 
tuck Silk Co., in this city, visitors are daily in- 
structed in all the interesting matters relating 
to the production of raw silk, the processes of 
transformation into many varieties of silk 
thread and the many uses to which it can be 
applied. To the majority of World’s Fair visi- 
tors the insight given is a revelation. [lius- 
trated as it is by specimens of worms, cocoons, 
thrown and spun silk, it is an instructive and 
highly interesting lesson ; further illustrated 
by an exhibition of the actual processes of 
* boiling” and “reeling” the cocoons it be- 
comes fascinating, and at all times attracts a 
large crowd. 

A staff of ladies show the possibilities in the 
use of the Corticelli knitting and crochet silks, 
Corticelli embroidery silks, Corticelli wash 
silks, purse twist, knitting and crochet silk and 
the other numerous varieties of silk manufac- 
tured by the firm. Many beautiful specimens 
of men’s neckwear made from Corticelli knit- 
ting silk are shown, ‘The silk is also adapted 
for knitting fiae hosiery and such articles, gs 
well. It is manufactured from the highest 
grade of selected raw silk and is guaranteed to 
be strictly fastin color. The process of making 
Corticelli drawn work is one of the most inter- 
esting things shown. Many beautiful ex- 
amples of this work done on linen canvas with 
Corticelli wash silk in size EE are among the 


In addition to the home grown silk which is 






























A Ceaeeien 


Who formerly resided in Connecticut, but 
who now resides in Honolulu, writes: “For 
20 years past, my wife 
and Ihave used Ayer's 
Hair Vigor, and we 
attribute to it the dark 
hair which she and I 
now have, while hun- 
dreds of our acquaint- 
ances, ten or a dozen 
years younger than we, 
are either gray-headed, 
















white, or bald. When 
asked how our hair has 
retained its color and 
fullness, we reply, ‘By 


the use of Ayer’s Hair 
Vigor—nothing else.’ ” 

“In 1868, my affianced 
was nearly bald, and 
the hair 
~ kept fall- 
ing out 
every 
day. I 
induced 
hertouse 
Ayer’s Hair Vigor, and very soon, .t not 
only checked any further loss of hair, but 
produced an entirely new growth, which has 
remained luxuriant and glossy to this day. 
I can recommend this preparation to allin 
need of a genuine hair-restorer. It is all 
that it is claimed to be.”—Antonio Alarrun, 
Bastrop, Tex. 


AYER’S 
HAIR VIGOR 








STOP 


and 
examine 

for 
yourself 


Walker’s 
Photos 
are the best 
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THE RECOGNIZED STANDARD 


ve 
MUNGO - - 6c. 
CABLE- - =~ = 6¢. 
EL PADRE - = 10c. 


AND 


MADRE E HIJO 10 & 16c. 


The Best Value 
The Safest Smoke 
The Most Reliable 


THE PUREST OF THE PURE 


NO CHEMICALS 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING 
THE BEST VALUE 





ATKINSON’S 


Whitens the TEETH and Sweetens 
the Breath 


The Most Agreeable Dentifrice in Ose 





The Canada 


Sugar Refining Co. 


(Limited) MONTREAL 


Mamuracrunwas or Rerun Sugars OF THE WELL-KNOW 
oRAND 


’ 


OF THE HIGHEST QUALITY AND PURITY 
Made by the Latest Processes, and Newest and Best Ma 
ohinery, not surpassed anywhere. 


LUMP SUGAR 


In 60 and 100 Ib. boxes. 


‘CROWN ” Granulated 


Special Brand, the finest which can be made. 


EXTRA GRANULATED 
Very Superior Quality 


CREAM SUGARS 
YELLOW SUGARS 


Of all Grades and Standards. 


SYRUPS 


Of all Grades in Barrels and half Barrels. 


SOLE MAKERS 


Of high class Syrape in Tine, 2 Ibe. and 8 Ib. cack 





only raised by the firm for exhibition purposes, 
specimens of Japanese, Chinese and Italian 
silk of various kinds are shown. These are 
divided according to their different species, and 
are in themselves an interesting study. 
Posseasec of such features to attract in a 
place where so many attractions exist, it is no 
wonder that the Corticelli Silk Mills’ exhibit ts 





always surrounded by a delighted group. 


The exhibit in question was set up under the 


direction of Mr. W. H. Wyman, manager of 
the St. John’s factory.—Chicago Dry Goods 
Reporter. 





Parisian Tooth Paste 


yey 15 mae 


The Standard Enel (0, Ltd 


Formerly 0. J. SMITH CO. ’ 


General Offices, 68 King St. East 
’Phones 863 and 1836 


We handle only choice grades of 


Anthracite and Bituminous (Coal 


ALL RAIL DELIVERY. 


Our Stock of Wood is the Best and Largest 
in the City 


Summer Wood and Kindling a Specialty 


Your order is respectfully solicited. 


NOEL MARSHALL, Vice-Pres. and Gen. Mgr. 


WM. McKENZIE, A. J, SINCLAIR, 
President. Seo. and Treas. 


W. LAUDER @ OO. 


Successors to J. Eveleizh & .Co. 


39 King Street West | 


THE LEADING HOUSE FOR 


FINE TRUN KS 
TRAVELLING BAGS 


All Kinds of Traveller's Requisites, 


Pocket Books 
Shopping Bags 
Dog Collars 


Repairing in all Branches 


Telephone 2944. 


SPEGIAL NOTIGE 


TO 


CONSUMERS 


FOR A LIMITED TIME 








We will, on receipt of 


00 OF OUR TRADE MARKS 


DIEIRIBY 
CAPS 


In any form, forward prepaid, one 
of our elegant 


Chromo 
Photographs 


Art Studies 
D. RIVGHIE & CO. 


Montreal, Canada, and London, Eng, 





The DERBY CAPS will be found on all 
TOBACCO 


our goods—PLUG, CUT PLUG 7 
and CIGARETTES. 





FINEST STOCK IN CANADA 
60c. TO $1 PER DOZEN 


Carnations, Sweet Peas, Smilax and other Out 
Floral designe and ee orders filled on ce. 


H. DALE 


238 Yonge Street Telephone 783 


MARTIN McMILLAN 


GROCER 
Tei. 641 431 Yonge St. 


NEW SEASON'S 
JAPAN TEAS 


JUST TO H 


FINE NEW BLAOK TEAS 


Special value. Also full lines of 


INDIAN AND 
CEYLON TEAS 


MARTIN McMILLAN, 431 Yonge St. 
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Cricket Notes. 


HE New Fort eleven found their 

Waterloo awaiting them on the 

Rosedale grounds when they 

met the north end club. The 

cricket witnessed was of a high 

order, the batting and bowling of 

both sides being very good. Cosby, Wilson 

and Austin made 45 out of 78 between them, 

while five Rosedaie men, Brewer, Lyon, Ledger, 

Forrester and Howard got into doubles, mak- 

ing 79. Forrester never showed to better 

advantage, his innings of 30 being a fine dis- 

play of cricket. Ledger bowled very well and 

took four wickets for twelve runs in eight 

overs. Cooper was the most destructive 

bowler for the military men, taking seven 
wickets, of which five were clean bowled. 

The manner in which East Toronto went to 
pieces on Saturday was a surprise even to 
those who are accustomed to the uncertainties 
of cricket. At no stage of their short innings 
did they offer any opposition to the bowling of 
Laing and Goldingham, who had matters en- 
tirely their own way. The bowling analysis of 
the two reads well, Laing capturing 7 wickets 
fcr 11 runs in 11 overs, of which 6 were maidens, 
while Goldingham took 3 for 10 runs in 10 overs, 
of which 6 were maidens. D, Saunder’s score 
of 62 not out was made by exceedingly good 
cricket, his driving and cutting being very 
effective. Goldingham ccmpiled 33 and Laing 
13, the latter’s runs being scored chiefly by 
some beautiful late cutting. Wadsworth made 
matters very lively during his innings of 20 not 
out, of which he scored 9 in the last over, 2 
fours and a single. 

There was some discussion as to whether the 
match was an association match or not, there 
being some doubt as to the eligibility of some 
of the Toronto men. Those men who batted 
are all registered on the association list as 
members of the Toronto club, so that the ques- 
tion arises whether every man in an eleven, 
whether he bats or not, must be a registered 
player. If this is the case substitutes, mean- 
ing of course a man picked up on the field at 
hazard, will not be permitted in these matches 
and teams will have to field short-handed. 
This will have the effect of stirring up the 
secretaries of clubs. 

Eleven men whose sunburnt hue betokened 
exposure to the weather arrived at the Union 
station on Saturday night, and their self-satis- 
fied appearance and manners, suggesting that 
they considered they had done something to be 
proud of and had not lived in vain, caused 
much comment and speculation among the 
railway employees and others. They called 
each other by strange and uncouth names, such 
as Bones, Growler, Stumps, Cyclone, Bunny, 
and so on, thereby giving rice to grave doubts 
as to whether they had been baptized, and 
several of them carried peculiarly shaped bags, 
fit to carry anything elongated, from a fishing- 
rcd toa town pump, with all its attachments. 
Aman who pretends to know everythinz and 
every body told me that they were the members 
of the Parkdale eleven, who have beaten every 
eleven they met during their tour. The bowl- 
ing and batting averages are as follows: 

Overs. Maidens. Runs. Wickets. Average. 
I. B CR vcs 140 65 150 34 410 
C. Leigh ....... lll 41 157 36 403 
ee eee 59 Is 115 21 547 
E J. Fawke.... 46 15 68 14 414 
Rev. F.W. Terry 17 13 13 3 433 
J 4. Eyer 1 13 6 216 
G. Chambers... 1 l4 6 233 
C. Chambers . ) 6 1 6 
H. J. Webster 8 3 15 0 

BATTING AVERAGES, 

Innings. Not oute. Total. Averace. 

7 0 171 24 44 

1 134 16 26 
13 25 


Rev. F. W. Terry 


B. Leigh 2.20.00: 0 115 1277 
Dawwe 1 78 3.66 
GO.’ Sas ekeskess ~ 8 1 fb 8 
J. Webster ......... » 9 0 63 7 
¢.. BGR cebasssaess 8 1 48 
b, BeOS iiss .céoses 8 0 47 
Ee OE cieccesecne 7 1 29 
SY | hae 8 1 29 

The fact that the eleven did not meet witha 
single defeat, together with these figures, does 
away with any necessity for comment unless 
it be that, having taken new names unto them- 
selves, they were, like a boy with a new suit of 
clothes, on their best behavior and determined 
to make those names illustrious, These are 
the nom de bat, if I may be allowed the term : 
Doctor, Bones, Growler, Stumps, Baby, Betsy, 
Mary Jane, Cherub, Blossom, Cyclone, and 
last but not least, Bunny. The identities con- 
cealed behind these names are a mystery, 
which is a pity, as there is rather a good story 
going the rounds of how Blossom went a-fish- 
ing, and Betsy, or was it Mary Jane, went 
a-wooing. 

Two men who have a good bowling analysis 
are Berry and Clark, of the Oriental and Occi- 


8 
G Chambers ...... 8 4 As 
) 
) 


6.85 
588 
483 
414 


dental clubs, They read: . 

Overs. Maidens. Rune. Wickets. Average 
Berry...... 102 38 135 28 4 23 
Clark 79 30 111 34 8.27 


Berry's best analysis was against ‘Varsity, 
when he took 6 wickets for 8 runs in 9 overs, 
of which 3 were maidens, while Clark’s 
best performance was against U. C. C., when 
he captured 6 wickets for 5 runs in 13 overs, of 
which 10 were maidens. ‘This is the best bowl- 
ing that was done against the college boys. 

The following Hibernianism was perpetrated 
on one of the city grounds, A man having 
retired after his innings, another player was 
asked to take his place and field for him. 
When in the field he was called upon by his 
captain tu bowl, whereupon the captain of the 
opposing team objected on the ground that he 
was a substitute. ‘‘No, no,” cried captain 
number one, “he is not a substitute. He has 
taken another man’s place.” Yet they call 
this country Canada. 


A Montreal Miracle. 
Facts Proved to be Stranger than Fiction 











The Remarkable Cure of a Long-time Sufferer 
~—RBheamatism >f Ten Years’ Standing Per- 
manently Cured—A Story Full of Interest to 
all Other Sufferers. 

Sunday Morning News, Montreal. 

Impressed with the persistency with which 
the most astonishing accounts of cures effected 
through the agency of Dr, Williams’ Pink 


Pills for Pale People agpeer in almost 
all the newspapers of ada and the 
United States, a reporter for the Sunday 













































































TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


JOHN LABATT’S 


Will find these reliable 
brands of pure 


CHICAGO. 


ASK FOR THEM 


Morning News, to satisfy himself gener- 
ally of the genuineness of these cures, 
determined to investigate a case for himself 
which had recently been brought to his notice, 
where the cure was claimed to be due entirely 
to the efficacy of this medicine. Aware that 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills had been tried in the 
case of a gentleman residing at 709 Sherbrooke 
street, in the city of Montreal, who had for 
years been afflicted periodically with rheuma- 
tism, the reporter set out on a journey of en- 
quiry to ascertain what the result had been. 
Arriving at the home of Mr. Granville, the 
gentleman referred to, he found him apparently 
enjoying perfect health, 

**You don't look as though you had been 
suffering a great deal lately, Mr. Granville,” 
said the reporter, accepting the invitation of 
his host to be seated. 

* Well, no, you would scarcely suppose from 
my present appearance and activity that I had 
just recovered from a most acute attack of 
chronic rheumatism, which kept me in bed for 
over two weeks. You see,” continued Mr. 
Granville, ‘‘I am an habitual sufferer from 
rheumatism, or at least I have been for ten 
years past, and although I have tried almost 
every remedy it has only been since recent] 
that I have found anything todo me good. It 
is now about ten years since I first became 
afflicted with this painful disease, and when it 
began to come on, having never experienced it 
before, I was at a complete loss to uuderstand 
what it was. It was in Chicago that I had my 
first attack, and I remember the circumstances 
very well. While walking on the street I was 
suddenly seized with a violent pain in my left 


could walk no Jonger, and was compelled to 
calla cab and be driven home. Once there, I 
took to my bed and did not leave it for ten 
days, being totally unable to move my leg 
without experiencing the most excruciating 
paip, which nothing I could get seemed to 
relieve.” 

** Did you not have a doctor?” asked the re- 
porter. 

**Oh, yes; but he didn’t seem to do me much 
good. He wrapped the limb in flannels and 
gave me some decoction of salicylic acid to 
swallow. But it was of no avail. Each year 
as winter passes into spring I have been seized 
with this painful disease and laid out for some 
weeks, nor have I been able until lately to ob- 
tain anything which would even help me a 
little. ou would not believe it if I were to 
recount the various patent remedies which I 
have taken both externally and internally dur- 
ing all that time in an endeavor to obtain relief, 
I must have tried a hundred so-called cures, 
and never experienced any beneticial results 


must frankly confess that at the outset I had no 
great faith in the pills. I had tried so many 
medicines, all to no purpose, but I- was willing 
to give them a trial anyway, so I sent out to 
the drug store on the corner and got a supply. 
I followed the directions carefully and soon ex- 
perienced relief, and before I had been takin 
the Pink Pills long I was able to get out of bed, 
and although I was still a little stiff the pain 
had almost completely disappeared. I am still 
taking the pills, and shall keep on taking them 
for some time, and furthermore, I don’t intend 
to be without them in future. 

‘*Then you ascribe your relief entirely to the 
efficacy of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills,” suggested 
the reporter. 

“I most certainly do, and Mr. Curtis, the 
druggist on Bleury street, will verify what I 
have said.” 

The reporter next visited Mr. H. H. Curtis, 
the druggist referred to, whose place of busi- 
ness is at 291 Bleury street, and interrogated 
him with reference to the case. Mr. Curtis 
stated that he knew of Mr. Granville’s ailment 
and that he had suffered tor years, and he had 
no doubt Pink Pills did all Mr. Granville said, 
He further said that Pink Pills had a very 
large sale and gave universal satisfaction. 
The reporter then withdrew, quite satisfied 
with the result of his investigation. 

The Dr. Williams’ Pink Pilis for Pale People 
are manufactured by the Dr. Williams’ Medi- 
cine Co., of Brockville, Ont., and Schenectady, 
N. Y., a firm of unquestioned reliability. Pink 
Pills are not looked upon as a patent medi- 
cine, but rather as a_ prescription. An 
analysis of their properties shows that 
these pills are an unfailing specific for all 
diseases arising from an impoverished condi- 
tion of the blood, or from an impairment of 
the nervous system, such as loss of appetite, 
depression of spirits, anzmia, chlorosis or 
green sickness, ae muscular weakness, 
dizziness, loss of memory, Ipitation of the 
heart, nervous headache, locomotur ataxia, 
paralysis, sciatica, rheumatism, St. Vitus’ 
dance, the after effects of la grippe, all diseases 
depending upon a vitiated condition of the 
blood, such as scrofula, chronic erysipelas, etc. 
They are also a specific for the troubles pecu- 
liar to the female system, correcting irregu- 
larities, suppressions and all forms of female 
weakness, Pallding anew the blood and restor- 
ing the glow of health to pale and sallow 
cheeks. In the case of men they effect a radical 
cure in all cases arising from mental worry, 
overwork, or excesses of any nature. These 
pills are not a purgative medicine. They con- 
tain only life-giving properties and nothing 
that could injure the most delicate system. 
They act directly on the blood, supplying its 
life-giving qualities, by assisting it to absorb 
oxygen, that great supporter of all organic life, 
In this way the blood, becoming “ built up” 
and being supplied with its lacking constitu- 
ents, becomes rich and red, nourishes the vari- 
ons organs, stimulating them to activity in the | 
performance of their functions and thus elimi- | 
nating disease from the system. 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are sold only in | 
boxes bearing the firm’s trade mark and wrap.- | 
per, (printed in red ink). Bear in mind that | 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are never soldin bulk, | 
or by the dozen or hundred, and any dealer | 
who offers substitutes in this form is trying to | 
defraud you and should be avoided. The pub- 
lic are also cautioned against all other so-called 
blood-builders aud nerve tonics, put up in simi- 
lar form intended to deceive. They are all 
imitations whose makers hope to reap a pe- 
cuniary advantage from the wonderful reputa- 
tion achieved by Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, 
Ask your dealer for Dr, Williams’ Pink Pills for 
Pale People and refuse all imitations and sub 
stitutes. 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills may be had of all 
druggists or direct by mail from Dr, Williams’ 
Medicine Company from either address, at 50 
cents a box, or six boxes for $250. The price | 
at which these pills are sold makes a course of 
treatment comparatively inexpensive as com- 
pared with other remedies or medical treat- 
ment. 











———- 


Measure for Measure 


‘*Mrs. Mulcahy,” said the Justice, ‘‘ why did 
you strike Mre. Muldoon?” 

* Sure, yer Anner,” said the defendant, with | 
the air of one who has suffered, ‘I says to her 
as pleasant as dho shpakin’ to an angel, says |: | 
* You has brass enough in yer face sufficient to 
mek a six-quart pail!’ An’ wid that Missis 
Muldoon ups an’ says, says she: ‘It’s yersilf as 
basn't manners enough to fill the half of it, 
Missis Mulcahy,’ says she; an’ ‘twas thin [ in- 
terrupted her wid a jintle tap, sor.” 





knee, which continued to grow worse until 


| 
until I came across Dr. Williams’ Pink Pils, I 


ALE AND STOUT 


Visitors to the World’s Fair 
ALE AND STOUT 


on sale at all the leading hotels, restaurants, clubs and refreshment rooms in 
Families supplied by C. JEVNE & CO, 110-112 Madison Street, Chicago. 
Brewery at London, Ont., Canada 











CURE 


Si:k Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such ar 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their mos? 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter’s Litrte Liver Pius 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint 

but fortunately their goodness does not en 

here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways tha? 
they will not be willing to do without them 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Lirrce Liver PILts are very smal! 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and de 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 

lease all who use them. In vials at 25 cents 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE 60., New York. 


Amal] Fi, Small Dose, Small Price, 
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COLO 


Medium Waist 
Short Waist 


AND MADE IN 
20 DIFFERENT STYLES 


A WORD 10 THE WISE 
ALL LADIES 


INTBNDING TO HAVE THRIR 
Fur Garments Repaired or 
Remodeled 


into fashionable styles will save much unnecessary delay by 
leaving them NOW with 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


101 Yonge Street - - Toronto 


Telephone 2575 


Lea 7 





Delivered any address, 6 crates $1.00; 13 crates $2.00. 
A orate holds as much as a barrel. 


HARVIE & CO., 20 Sheppard Street 


Telephone 1570 or send Post Card. 


ADAMS PEPSIN 





RoR ease 


FOR_INDIGESTION. 


SEE THAT TUTTI FRUTTI 
{S ON EACH S¢ PACKAGE. 





FOR FIFTY YEARS! 


MRS. WINSLOW’S 
SOOTHING SYRUP 


6 of Mothers 
‘eething for over 


bas been usea by MAUI 
‘or their children while 
It soothes the child, softens the 
ume, aliays all pain, cures wind colic, and 
$ the best remedy for diarrhoea, 
Twenty-five Ceuts a Bettie, 


Tey \ eare 





~ DUNN | 


BAKING 
POWDER 


THE COOK'S BEST FRIEND 


LARGEST SALE IN CANADA. 





SUMMER RESORTS. 








DINING HAIL 


SUMMIT HOUSE = - 


The leading hotel in Murkoka. Beautifully 








Queen's Royal Hotel 


NIAGARA-ON-THE-LAKE. 


The favorite watering place for the scciet le of To- 
ronto, Bt ffalo and Rochester. tis = 


Usual Saturday Evening Hop, June 24 
Dominion Day Hop, July 1 


Delightful Beach Bathing, pleasant Boating, abund 
fishing. The black baes are biting well. ere 


Within half an hour's journey of Niagara Falls. 
Rooms may be engaged in advance. 


H. WINNETT, Queen’s Royal Hotel, 
Niagara-on-the-Lake. 


BEAUMARIS HOTEL 


TONDERN ISLAND 
MUSKOKA LAKE 


EDWARD PROWSE, Proprietor 
"THE PENETANGUISHENE 


Canada’s Great Summer Resort 


The 30,000 islands of the Georgian Bay, Lake Huron, 577 
feet above sea level, 15 acres of Waterside Park. 


Four hours from Toronto. Through Puliman car 8 30 
a.m. For terms, &c., address THE SECRETARY, “The 
Penetanguithene,” Penetanguishene, Ont., Canada. 


FIFE HOUSE 


WINDERMERE - MUSKOKA 











This favorite summer resort ‘se delightfully situated on 
the shores of Lake Rorseau, and is now open for the recep- 
tion of guests. The table is plentifally supplied with all 
the season’s delicacies, and the dining-room is famed for 
ite splendid view of the lake. Nice sandy beach for bath- 
ing and — mail, express and telegraph from all pointe. 

All irquiries receive prompt attention. 


DAVID FIFE, Jr, Proprietor. 


Maplehurst Hotel 


MUSKOKA 


First-class in ali ite appointments. Now open, ready for 
gueste. J. P. BROWN, Proprietor. 


PROSPECT HOUSE 
Port Sandfield, Muskoka 


This popular and well known first-claes hotel is now 
opto for the reception cf guests. Situated at the junction 
of lakes Rosseau ard Joseph, and being 800 feet above 
Lake Ontario, the location is the most delis htful in the 
Muskoka region. Still under the personal management of 


ENO°[H COX, Proprietor. 











Rates on application. 
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AKEHURST SANITARIUM 

For the treatment of Inebriety, Opium Habit 
and Nervous Diseases, Double Chloride ot Gold 
System, The best :qiuj ped and most delightfully situ- 
ated health resort within 100 miles cf Toronto. Complete 
privacy if desired. Lake breezes. For full information 
apply Reom 35, Bank of Commerce (ham bers, 
Torente, or The Medical Superintendent, Oak- 
ville, Ont. 


The lroquois House 
BELCEIL MOUNTAINS 
ST. HILAIRE, P. Q. 


Canada’s Lovely Summer Resort 


OPEN JUNE I1sT 


New Management, New Rates, New 
Buildings 
For rooms apply to— 
OLIVER MERCHANT, Manager, 
8t Hilaire, Que. 
Or 166 St. James St., Montreal. 








"He Was One of Them. 


‘* The Board will please remain after the con- 
is dismissed,” said the Rev. Mr, 


gregation 
Harps. 
After the congregation had filed out, the 


minister observed that a stranger still kept his 
seat. 
**Ah, my friend, did you wish to see me?” 
asked the good man. 
* Not particularly,” replied the stranger. 
“Then, pardon me, but why are you waiting?” 
** Because you asked me to stay.” 
“T am sorry, but you are mistaken, I asked 
the Board to remain.” 
** Well, I am one of the bored.” 


A Personal Matter. 


Miss Bloomstein— Vy, Mr. Samuels, anypody 
could tell dot dey vos engaged. It's shoost as 
blane as der nose on your vace. 

Mr. Samuels (haughtily)—I see no ogashuns 
for you do ged bersonals aboud it, Miss Bloom- 
stein, 





LAKE JOSEPH 
MUSKOKA 


Port Cockburn 


situated. Moderate rates. Write for circular. 
HAMILTON FRASER & SONS, Proprietors. 


- THE - 


PENKTANGUISHENE 


This first-class hotel, under the well known management 
of Mr. W. V. Martin, delightfully situated on the shore of 
the beautiful Penetanguishene Harbor, c!ose to the 30,000 
islands of the Georgian Bay, is now open for the reception 
of gueste. 

The house is completely cquipped with every modern 
convenience and is firet class in every respect, with an 
excellently kept table. 


Fishing, Boating and Bath- 
ing Unequalled 


Tennis.& Croquet Lawns, 
Bowling Green 


Spring Water and 
Good Drainage 


Daily through Parlor Car G. T. R. from Toronto 8 a.m. 
Terms from $10 upwards. Families liberally dealt with. 
For particulars apply to the Secretary, etc , 


PENETANGUISHENE, Oxr. 


The Monteith House 


MUSKOKA 


Is beautifully situated within two hundred yards of 


THE FAMOUS SHADOW RIVER 


Has the most modern sanitary arrangements of any hotel 
in this region and has daily mail and express. Telegraph 
office in the building. 

Rates cheerfully quoted on application to— 


JOHN MONTEITH, Proprietor. 


The ST. LEON SPRINGS HOTEL 


(THE SARATOGA OF CANADA) 


Under the management of Mr. M. A. THOMAS, of Toronto, 
will be 


OPEN FOR GUESTS JUNE 15 





Pure 











An illustrated booklet showing views of surrounding 
scenery sent free on application. 


|STRATTON HOUSE 


Terms on application. 
JOHN FRASER, Proprietor. 


| MUSKOKA SUMMER RESORT 


\INTERLAKEN HOTEL 
PORT CARING 


Is now open for the season. 





The most central house on the Muskoka Lakes. Terme 
$6 per week. Special rate to a party cf four gentlemen 
or four ladies. Cottage to let, with or without board. 

R. A. ARKSEY, Proprietor. 


Peninsular Park Hotel 


BARRIE 


Situated on Lake Simooe, only 60 miles ride by G. T. R 
Boats meet every train. 
t 


Under the Management of MR. 8. BARNETT 
Toronto Board of Trade 


It is appointed with every modern convenience and im 
provement. Electric lighting. Electric bell attached to 
every room. Peifect arrangemente for comfort of gueete. 


Superior Board--Moderate Charges 
Private Bathing Houses for 
Ladies 
_ Forty Acres of Ground 
| - entang - Tennis 
Bowling Alley - Ball Room 
The management are *determined to spare neither ex- 
pense or pains to make this resort 
THE PEOPLE'S FAVORITE 
Open for reception of gueste June 29. 
For terme apply to— 8. BARNETT, 
Proprietor Board of Trade Oafe, Toronto. 





HOTEL LOUISE, LORNE PARK 
NOW OPEN 
G. 0. H. Orchestra Wednesday & Saturday 
REDUCED RATES FOR JUNE 


E. PATTERSON, 


For rates apply— 
Lorne Park, Ont. 


PAIGNTON HOUSE 
MUSKOKA 


Thie favorite summer resort is delightfully situated on 
the shore of Lake Rosseau, and has accommodation fer 


fifty gueste. 

"Patios leaving Toronto in the morniag arrive here about 
5pm. There are good facilities for Boating, Bathing and 
Fishing. Poi office quarter mile distant. 

Before deciding where to spend the summer write me 
for terms, 
JOHN F. PAIN, Proprietor, Clevelands P.O 
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Music. 





HE learned musical scribe, Ana- 
lysis, of a local weekly, lashes 
himself into an amazing fury 
at what he terms the “ ever- 
increasing popularity of the 
German school” of music in 
America. Having tearfully de- 
livered himself of half a column 

of long-suppressed wrath on this topic, he re- 
signs himself with sublime and martyrlike 
innocence to the “storm of abuse” which he 
feels certain will be launched against him by 
such of his readers as have committed the sin 
of studying in that much despised country, 
Germany. Now all this is very funny, and I 
much misjudge the feeling of loca! musicians 
who have enjoyed the inestimable privilege of 
study in that most musical of countries, if the 
article in question inspires other than mingled 
feelings of amusement at the deplorable ignor- 
ance of the writer mentioned, and regret that 
any local critic should have been permitted by 
his friends to make himself so ridiculous. The 
trouble with our excited friend and those 
worthies whose sentiments he echoes in this 
awful onslaught on Germany and everything 
emanating from it, seems to be a severe and 


unusually persistent attack of sour grapes. 
o 


At any other season of the year the mantle 
of charity would be raised over the rash state- 
ments made by Analysis in his heavy effort to 
handle the above subject. His conclusions are so 
entertaining, however, that we give space to 
some of the most startling of them. Weare 
informed, for instance, that few English 
students go to Germany, and that the United 
States and Canada furnish the main support 
of the Leipzig Conservatory. Orchestral music 
in Germany is also described as on the same 
level as our “local” efforts, etc., (this 
sounds familiar, by the way), and Analysis 
makes some original claims as to the great 
superiority of English over German musical in- 
stitutions. Growingsomewhat venturesome, he 
expresses the opinion that music in Germany 
is a pure matter of commerce, and that as com- 
pared with our own England the Fatherland 


is remarkable, as he puts it, for ‘‘ superficial- 
nes3” and lack of “solidity” in its musical 


culture. Shades of Bach, B2ethoven, Wagner 


and Brahms! ? 


I very much fear that the tears of Analysis 


and his fell»w-sufferers will not avail against 
the onward march of true musical sentiment 
such as has been inspired among Canadian 
musicians who have studied in Germany. It 
is really too bad that those who have spent 


years under the greatest German masters 


should decline, upon returning to their native 
land, to follow in the footsteps of local nobodies 


whose only claim to musicianship consists of 


“er perience” gained on crude soil which urgently 
requires the artistic cultivation of musicians 
specially qualified for their work. Germany 
may or may not survive Analysis’ learned 
utterances, but so far as students who have 
studied in that country are concerned they 
must realize that their doom is s:aled ; like 
Ichabod, *‘ their glory hath departed.” 


The opening of the new Massey Music Hall 
in May next is to be marked by a festival of 
music embracing five or six concerts. The 
choral works to be presented are Handel's 
popular oratorio Messiab, Mendelssohn's 
Hymn of Praise, and Mr. Arthur E. Fisher's 
Wreck of the Hesperus re-sco-ed for a chorus 
of mixed voices, with probably orchestral ac- 
companiment. Mr. Massey has given the con- 
ductorship of this series of events to Mr. F. H. 
Torrington. Mr. D. E Cameron, to whose 
energy and tact many of our greatest local suc- 
cesses are due, has been entrusted with the 
responsible position of managing secretary of 
the festival. Tanis fact, combined with the 
popular character of the work to be under- 
taken, should ensure the success of the enter- 


orise. 
f * 


Eighteen performances of grand opera were 
given at the Grand Opera, Paris, during May, 
ten of which were of Wagner's works. The 
Wagner performances averaged nightly re- 
ceipts of 19730 francs, the o°hers averaging 
16 085 francs. And yet we are told at intervals 
that the Wagner “ bubble” has exploded. 
Surprising what a lively corpse the Wagner 


cause proves itself to be! 
* 


[The conductorship of the celebrated Boston 
Symphony Orchestra has, it is reported, been 
offered to and accepted by Director Paur, the 
senior conductor of the Leipzig Opera. Al- 
though not so well known as Richter or Wein 
gartner, who declined the proffered post, not- 
withstanding most tempting offers from Col. 
Higginson, Herr Paur is one of the modern 
school of orchestral conductors which combines 
with a sacred veneration for the works of the 
classical masters, a keen appreciation of the 
grandeur of the romantic school of music. 
He is regarded as a splendid drill master, his 
special orchestral concerts during the past sea- 
son in Leipzig being regarded as the best given 
under any conductor there in point of preci- 
sion, attack and general interpretation, not 
withstandimg that the material at his disposal 
on these occasions was not equal to the cele 
brated G wandhaus orchestra, 


And now Director Mottl of Carlsruhe has 
withdrawn from the conduttorship of the Co- 
vent Garden German opera season upon a ques- 
tion of fees. Tne position has finally been 
accepted by Emil Steinbach of Mayence. 


Peospective visitors to the World's Fair will 
regret to learn that the promised visit of the 
magnificent band of the French G arde Republi- 
caine has been canceled owing to a hitch in the 
arrangements bstween the miMtary authorities 
of France and the World's Fair Bureau. Much 
was expected in connection with the proposed 
engagement of this band, which is probably the 
finest in the world. 


A Sterndale Bennett Society has been organ- 
ized by the large and ever increasing colony of 
Eaglish music students in Leipzig for the laud- 
able purpose of producing E aglish com positions 
in that city. This excellent scheme appears to 
have bad an auspicious beginning and pro- 
mises to be as successful as a similar idea 
which has been carried out by American stu- 
dents in Munich, MopERATO, 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Niagara-on-the-Lake. 


Very many of those who usually attend the 
weekly hops at the Queen's wisely absented 
themselves on the evening of the Fourth, 
knowing by experience that the ball-room is 
always crowded on that occasion with our 
bright American neighbors, who, coming 
especially to celebrate thei? great national 
holiday, expect the dance on that evening to be 
recognized as for their especial benefit and 
pleasure. Consequently the programme was 
altered throughout to meet their wishes, and 
new dances took the place of the usual polka, 
schottische and caprice which ordinarily hold 
their own at the regular hops. It not being 
a holiday in Toronto either, very few gentle- 
men, except Buffalonians, were present, but 
the ladies, young and old, fair and otherwise, 
who lined the walls and looked on from the 
doors aud verandas found ample compensation 
for the absence of friends and loss of dances in 
watching the gay scene which the room pres- 
ented. Comparisons are odious, particularly 
so when they cast even the most shadowy re- 
flection on our own fair Canadians, but on 
every side even the most prejudiced admitted 
the fact that seldom has the ball-room of the 
Queen's held so many sweetly pretty faces, so 
many conspicuously dainty gowns as on the 
evening in question. Merriment ran riot, and 
the happy faces of those participating made as 
fair a picture as a ball-room could well 
present. Among others present were: Mr. 
and Mrs. Gus. Thompson, Mr. and Mrs, 
Virgie Sage, Mr. and Mrs. Ball, Mr. 
S. and the Misses Meredith, Mr. Cady, 
Mr. Arthur Coffey, Miss Evelyn Dore, 
Mrs. Rumsay of Glencairn, Mr. and Mrs. 
Cochrane, Mr. and Mrs. Bissel, Mrs. Barnard, 
Mrs. and Miss Geddes, Miss Wilkinson, Miss 
Annie Blake, Miss McFarlane, Mrs. and Mr. 
W. Fergerson, Mr. J. Russell, Miss Henderson, 
Miss Milloy, Mr. G. Bernard, the Misses 
Heward, Mr. P. Ball, Mrs. and the Misses Win- 
nett, Dr. Winnett, Mr. and Mrs. J. Gibb. 

Miss Helliwell of Jarvis street, Toronto, is 
the guest of Mrs. H. Paffard. 

Miss Hunter of Seaforth is at the Cedars, 

Mrs. and Miss M. Colquhoun will spend a 
few weeks at Mrs. Miller's. 

Mrs, Wilson is the guest of Mrs. C. Hunter. 

Miss Hodgins left this week for Lakefield, 
where during the nex‘ week or two she will be 
the guest of Mrs. Hume Blake. 

Miss Nannie Ch'ttinden of Delaware avenue, 
Buffalo, is at Riverside. 

Miss Alice Baldwin left last week to visit 
friends at Sarnia. She will probably be absent 
two or three weeks. 

Miss Park of Amherstberg is stopping with 
Mrs, J. Foy. 

The Misses Paffard returned last Saturday 
from St. Catharines, where they have been the 
guests of Mrs. M. Barrell. 

Rav. F. M. Baldwin of old St. Paul's, Wood- 
stock, and Mrs. Baldwin, will spend the sum- 
mer at Delatre Lodge. 

Miss Florence Wey of Toronto. whose bright 
face is always a welcome sight here, is stopping 
at Elm Cottage. 

Not since a similar occasion last year has the 
congregation of St. Mark's enjoyed the rare 
treat which was theirs last Sunday, when the 
choir of St. Mary’s-on-the-Hill of Buffalo, under 
the direction of the organist, Mr. L. Andrews, 
undertook the musical portion of both 
morning and evening service. Knowing 
what a pleasure was in store for those 
fortunate enough to be present, many who 
during the hot weather are conspicuous by 
their absence, as well as numbers from other 
churches, joined the throng of regular attend- 
ants, with the result that every available seat 
was occupied when the long line of surpliced 
men and boys, numbering about thirty, came 
slowly in, singing the old, well known air Oa- 
ward, Christian Soldiers. The solo in the 
anthem, Be Not Afraid, Neither Let Your 
Heart be Troubled, which was most beauti- 
fully rendered in the morning, was taken by 
Albert Morris, a little, dark-eyed lad of eight 
or nine years, whose clear, sweet treble notes, 
although slightly tremulous from nervousness 
now and then, were delightful tolisten to. He 
also sang two solos in the anthem, which the 
choir rendered while the offertory was being 
taken upintheevening Mingling with the well 
trained voices and supplying the one perfect- 
ing touch to the music were the clear notes of 
a cornet, played with finished skill by Mr. 
Robert Tolmie. It was with generally ex- 
pressed regret and disappointment that the 
congregation learned there was no chance; of a 
repetition of the pleasure in store for them 
next Sunday, as the choir, the majority of 
whom have been camping out in the O1k Grove 
during the past ten days, would b: obliged to 
return to Buffalo on Friday. 

Mrs. Howe gave a very pleasant little dance 
last Saturday evening, which was very mu:th 
enjoyed by those present. 

As is usual during the meetings of the 
Niagara Conference, there was no hop at the 
Queen’s Royal last Saturday. Instead of the 
ball-room the Pavilion proved the attraction, 
and hundreds who would otherwise have 
arrayed themselves in silks and laces and 
danced the evening away in mirth and music, 
sat demurely with pencil and note-book in 
hand listening to words of wisdom from ear- 
nest, learned men who year after year come so 
many bundred miles to impart their wonderful 
store of knowledge to thos: ready to receive it. 

Rev. Arthur Baldwin of All Saints’, Toronto, 
was in town this week. 

Mrs. E. Hewgill and family left this week for 
Toronto. Their pretty little vine covered cot- 
tage will be ocsupied during the season by Mr. 
Gaft and family of Toronto, who took posses. 
sion of their pleasant quarters on Wednesday, 

A very handsome tan-colored trap belonging 
to Mr. Nelles of Chautauqua, and Mr. W. 
Fergerson’s high English dog-cart are being 
daily followed down our wide, shady streets by 
admiring glances and envious remarks. Both 
owners appear quite unconscious of the atten- 
tion they and their posseasions are exciting. 

Mr. R, G. Dickson has been visiting friends 
in Toronto during the past few weeks. 

Miss May Wilkinson of New York wili spend 
the coming month or two here with her parents, 
Mr. and Mrs. Russell Wilkinson. 

Letters received by friends here this week 
frem Mr, and Mrs. D. B. Macdougall brought 
the unwelcome news of their continued stay in 
Scotland. This will be a great disappointment 





to their numerous friends, who have been 
hoping to welcome them back to Rosslyn 
within the next few weeks, GALATEA, 













































Lindsay. 





There has been very little worth mentioning 
going on here the past week, but the Sturgeon 
Point people have at last awakened to the fact 
that the delightful floor oi Picnic Hall has been 
altogether neglected up to this, and they speak 
ofgiving the first of a series of hopsalm2stimme- 
diately. For years these hops have headed the 
list of attractions at the Point during the sum- 
mer and have always been pronounced a grand 
success, There is no reason why this year 
they should not surpass those of by-gone days. 
How much one misses by remaining in Lind- 
say for the summer! The pretty little lake 
alone is enough to tempt anyone, and the 
unassuming way in which the ladies entertain 
us all with their jolly little picnics, dances and 
bonfires makes the summer season one round 
of gaiety. Each tries to outdo the other by 
getting up something entirely original, or by 
introducing a heretofore unheard-of amuse- 
ment. If someone would propose an upset 
race for those few remaining gentlemen who 
have not been cast into the raging waters of 
the Scugog or Sturgeon Lake this year, the one 
or two left to enter for it would afford amuse- 
ment to their less fortunate comrades. But 
such brilliant suggestions as these are, as a 
rule, considered too startling to carry into effect. 
The gentlemen all have so great a fear of being 
upset that they actually had not courage 
enough to get up a few races in connection 
with the Canoe Club, dreading lest one of them 
should get an overdose of water. 

What has become of that tennis tournament 
that was so much talked of early in the sum- 
mer? Surely itis not to fall through like so 
many other things have done. Many of the 
ladies seem in first-rate practice, and as it adds 
ten-fold to the interest displayed in the game 
and makes everybody surprise even himself 
with his wonderful skill, there is every reason 
for going on with it. 

Another one of those jolly little surprise 
parties took place at Mr. Hopkins’ residence 
on Monday evening last. There were not 
many present, but those who did attend, 
enjoyed the evening to the fullest extent, 
so much so, indeed, that when the time came 
to say good night everyone was surprised at 
the lateness of the hour. They all left declar- 
ing that these surprise parties were ‘‘the 
greatest fun going.” 

Two young ladies with aconsiderable amount 
of ‘*‘ go” paddled from the Point to Lindsay the 
other morning in less than three hours. They 
received congratulations on all sides, as being 
the first lady paddlers who had attempted the 
distance. 

Mr. W. O. Eschweger has returned to New 
York, having thoroughly enjoyed his three 
weeks’ outing at the Point. 

Miss Hulme, sister of Mr. S. Hulme of the 
Bank of Montreal, spent a few days in town 
this week. 

Miss Homstead and Miss Smyth of Toronto 
are the guests of Miss Neelands at Sturgeon 
Point. 

Mr. H. E. Borradaile is spending his two 
weeks’ holiday at his home in Halifax. Ino. 





Purely Preventive. 


Mrs. Dogood—I don’t see why a big man like 
ap should smoke a pipe from morning till 
night. 

Dusty Rhodes—It’s a necessity, ma'am; in 
winter I smoke to keep my whiskers from 
freezing, and in summer to keep the moths out. 





Refreshment tor Horses 
Under the above heading in a list of journey 
expenses an Irish driver puts ‘‘ Three penny- 
worth of whip-cord.” 








MOORPORATED TORON TO HON. G. W. ALLAN 


PRESIDENT 


Se 


Artists and Teachers’ Gradeating Courses 
University Afiiiation fer Degrees in Music 
Scholarships. Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, &c. 


SUMMER NORMAL TERY‘ 


Opens Jaly 3. Closes August 27 


SOHOOL OF ELOCUTION 


fi, N. Shaw, B.A., Principal 


Effisient staff. Oomplete equipment. Best methods. 
Thorough course. Delsarte ana Swedish Gymnastics. 


VOICE CULTURE, LITERATURE, &c. 


Send fer Calendars. 


EDWAGD FISHER, Musical Director 
Corner Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 


LARENCE LUCAS, Mus Bac. 


Of the Conservatoire of Paris, France. 


COMPOSER AND TEACHER 


LARA ASHER-LUCAS 
Of London Phi'harmonic Concerts, &o. 
SOLO PIANIST 
Board per year, $250. 


19 Portland Terrace, Begent's Park, N. W. 
LONDON, BNGLAND 











—— 


TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Affiliated with the Uaiversity of Toronto 


12 &® 14 PeMBROKS STREE?V 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director. 


A SPECIAL SUMMER TERM begins July 3 and ends 
AugustS All the departments open during thie term. 
Calendars, giving full particulare, sent on application. 


0. FORSYTH 


Lessons in Piano Playing and Theory 
Studied in Lei and Vienna under Dr. 8. Jadaseoha, 
Martin Krause and Jufias Epstein. 
Modern methods. Address— 
113 College Street, Torente 








NEWCOMBE -:- 
PIANOS 


Endoreed by the highest musical authority. 


THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS 
MONTREAL 





TORONTO OTTAWA 


Head Office—107-9 Church St. 





PIANO SOLOS—LATEST ISSUES 
GENOVERIA WALTZ, by E. Williams, a pretty waltz 500. 
SPRING BEAUTY Schottieche by Harrington. Very 

a Coeveveccccceccoees 
BISCAI Exes consceruc ° 
LA CORNEMUS3E, Scotch Dance .. see 
LA PIROETTA, Polka Mazarka.............. he 
CATALANE, Spanish Danoe................. 40° 

Four Charming ee - thie Eminent Pianist 


MEDDLERS (Comic) By Jas Fax. A great hit..... 400. 
POLLY O'NEIL, a pret altz Song. By W.B.Glenroy 50c. 





See our “IMPERIAL” GUITARS, MANDOLINES and 


BANJOS. The best instruments in the market. Compari- 
son and competition invited. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & C@., 158 Yonge &t., Toronto 





QNTARIO COLLEGE 
oe USI “Sameer 


Established 1884 by C. Farringer 


We guarantee thorough work from the lowest to the 
highest es of music, as the instruction is given by ex- 
perien teachers only. 

Our advanced pupile are not only excellent sight read- 
ers, but also show careful and thorough training in touch, 
technique and expression. 

Practical instruction in harmony in connection with 
piano studies. 


OBRTIFIOATES AND DIPLOMAS 
Telephone 3921 


ME: J D. A. TRIPP 


Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 


@n y Canadiaa pupil of Moszkowski, Berlin, 
Germayy. formerly pupil of Eiward Fisher. Open for 
engagements, Torento Conservatory of Music 

and 20 Seaton Street, Toronto 


Miss McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 


aT THE 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
(Formerly princi; resident piano teacher at the Bishop 
trachan School, Toronto.) 
Will be prepared to receive upile in Harmony and Piane 
Playing on and after September 2, at her residence 
14 St. Joseph Street, Toronte. 
Pupile of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 


HELEN M. MOORE, Mus. Bac., 
Harmony, Counterpoint, Etc. 
Students prepared for the University examinations ip 
Music. Toronto College of Music and 608 Church Street. 


KUCHENMEISTER 
e VIOLIN SOLOIST AND TEACHER 
Gaseo pave of the Riff Conservatory at Frankfort-on- 
ain, and of Professors H. E. Kayser, Hago Heermanp 
and ©. Bergheer, formerly a member of the Philharmonio 
Orchestra at Hamburg, (Dr. Hans von Bulow, conductor.) 








Studio, Odd Fellows’ Building, cor. Yonge and College 


Streets, Room 13, or College of Music. 
Residence, Uorner Gerrara and Victoria Sw. Telephone 980 


HERBERT W. WEBSTER 
OONOERT BARITONB 
Choirmaster St. Peter's Church, Late of Westminster 
Abbey, Eng., and Milan, Italy. Instruction in Voice Cul- 

ture, Opera. Oratorio. Telephone 4227. 


64 Winchester St. or College of Music. 
OPEN TO CONCKRT ENGAGEMENTS 








RS. H. W. WEBSTER 
Pupil of Signori Guiseppe and Gantiero, of Milan, 
Italy, will receive a few pupils for the MANDOLIN. 
Original Italian method. Apply 64 Wiechester St, 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organiste, England. 
Organist and Choirmaster All Sainte’ Church. 





Teacher of Organ, Piano and Theory 
Pupils prepared for musical examination. Harmony 


and counterpoint taught by correspondence. 
Torento College of Music 


R. A. S. VOGT 


rganist and Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 


Residence, 605 Church Street, Toronto 


W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster St. Simon's Church. 
Musical Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
18 Dunbar Road, Rosedale 


MR. F.. WARRINGTON 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist Church, Toronto, 
will receive pupils in Voice Oulture and Expression in Sing- 
ing at his residence, 214 Carlton Street, Toronto. 


OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 














R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 
returned from a two year's residence in Ger- 
many, where he hag been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 
Mr. Field also studied from ’84 to ‘88 with Dr. Prof. 1 
Reineoke in Leipzig and had the rare advantage of a course 
pan taal — A cee. a ee in '87. Ooncret 
upile accep’ or terms at To- 

ronto College of Music and 105 Gloucester amar 





R. E. W. SCHUCH 


juctor Toronto Vocal Soolety. 
Choirmaster 81. James’ Cathedral. 
Conductor University Glee Olub. 
Conduotcr Harmony Olub. 
Instruction in Voice Culture and Expression in Singing. 
35 Grenville Street 


MEFs: E. M, FOX 
Teacher of Guitar and Banjo. 
Studio at 32 Queen Street East. 


[Love 3, waren 
Whorough instruction on sBanjo, Guitar, Mandolin ant 
ir. 








M SS HEMMING, ARTIST. 
Portrait in Oil and Water Color. 
Studio, Room 70 
Confederation Life Building. 








J. W. L. FORSTER 
vuoi or xmacr. ser ARTIST 





56 HOMEWOOD AVE. 


DENTISTRY. 


R, McLAUGHLIN, Dentist 


Cor. College and Yonge Streets. Tel, 4963 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 


RIGGS’ MODERN DENTISTRY 


We employ only the very latest and best approved 
methods and appliances in all our dental operation. Our 
work in gold filling, crewning, and bridging is distin. 
guished for its finish, beauty and great durability. 

DR. ©. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
Over the new C. PS R. Offices. oo 











MAtcoL-m W. SPARROW, L.D.S. 
Central Dental Parle, © F ca antics & 8 
Special attention paid to painlese dporiing.* i, 


N. PEARSON DR. C. H. BOSANKO 


Dentists 


Rooms No. 45 King Street West 
OVER HOOPER’S DRUG STORE 





R. CHAS. J, RODGERS, Dentist 
Oddfellows’ Building, cor. Yonge & College Sts. 
Offixe Hours: 9 to 6. 





DFS: BALL & ZIEGLER 
Offixes, Suits 23 ar Fe, mn? Foams: 
. 3 Forum,” 
Hours, 9 to 5. | es Gaepuece sea 


D®: ALFRED F. WEBSTER, 


DENTIST 
Has removed to 32 Bloor Street West. 


D® HAROLD CLARK 


DENTIST 
45 King Street West (Over Hooper's Drug Store), Toronto. 





Tel. 3868 








DR. FRANK J. STOWE, Dentist 

Spadina Ave., close to Collage St. eeth filled ercevone ae 
ie ol b 

use of Electric Mouth Mlum petee. + we 








MEDICAL, 


MASSAGE 


THOMAS COOK, 204 King Street West 
TELEPHUNE 1286. 


Dr. Oronhyatekha 


Special attention given to diseases of Throat, Lungs and 
Nervous System, Electricity and Inhalations. saeliic 

Consultation roome, 29 and 30 Canada Life Building. 
Houre—10 a.m. till 4 p.m., and 7 to 8 p.m. 











A M. ROSEBRUGH, M.D., 
. EYE AND EAR SURGEON 
13] CHURCH STREET, TORONTO, 


D® ANDERSON 
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone 8922. No. 5 College Street, Toronte. 


OHN B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOM@OPATHIST 
Specialties— Diseases of Childrea and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


R. PALMER 


40 College Street 
Telephone 8190. rd Door from Yonge Street. 

















EDUCATIONAL, 


GALBRAITH ACADEMY 


Io affiliation with Academie Julian, Paris, France. 


School of Painting, Modeling and Drawing 


Young Women’s Christian Guild Building 
19 and 21 McGill Street, Teronte 
The pupil advances from the study of the finest an‘ 
to the living model. , me 
Proressors—G. A. REID, R.C.A., J. W. L. FORSTER, 
RO.A., HAMILTON McOARTHY, R.0.A., L. R. 
Cheat ae eee oo 
roulare an rms on @ ication at the studios, o 
mail on addressing the Becoetaay. mn oe 


MONSARRAT HOUSE 


1 Classic Ave., Toronto. 


Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


MISS VENNOR, Principal 


(Late Tre»over House, London, Eng.) 


A thorough ovurse of instru tion will be given in Eng- 
lish, Mathematics and Modern Languages. Pupile 
pared for aoe examinations. Classes in Swedish 
Carving will also be held twice a week 

For terms and prospectus app!y to Principal. 








Send mre. 
CENTRAL 
Business College 


TORONTO or STRATFORD 


For a high grade training in Commercial Science or Short- 
hand. The best places in Ganada for securing an educa- 
tion that givesall young men and young women a succese- 
ful etart in life. 

It does not pav to waste time and spend money at in- 
ferior echools. Nothing but the best should satiafy you. 
Saticfaction guaranteed or money ref anded. 


SUMMER SESSION DURING JULY 
Loeation of Toronto Schoo!l— 
Cor. Yonge and Gerrard 
SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals, 





MEISTERSCHAFT SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES 
20 Queen Street West 

tah Chnatlan call Watkameninn "Petoumtians ime Catoatily 

examinations. J. V. COUSIN, Principal. ae 





{892 MODEL 


REMINGTON 
TYPE WRITER 


Machines Rented. Operators Supplied 


Telephone 1907 


GEO, BENGOUGE 
45 Adelaide Street Kast, Toronto 
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RA RCO OI PRATER ES NEL EE CEN ARE Ap ERROR aie ones 


a 


July 15, 1893 


at 8 Walmer road, to help him celebrate his 
tenth birthday. After games and luncheon on 
the lawn, all assembled to hear little Miss 
Lillias Piper recite in her own quaint way ; 
Olive Page, Grace Hogaboom, Essy Case and 
Stuart Wallace also contributed to the even- 
ing’s enjoyment, which was brought to a close 
by the sailor's hornpipe, neatly danced by 
Master Garnet himself, Miss Erie Wiggins of 
Bay City, Mich., and Misses Ella Wells and 
Em Hueston assisted the hostess in taking 


care of the merry-makers, 
7 


Social and Personal. 


Continued from Page Two. 


of Toronto is learning to ride a bicycle ; that 
orange is not a becoming color to a fair man ; 
that several grass widowers are making nights 
of it, and pretending they enjoy having their 
wives away, and that the bird knows just how 
lonely they are, nevertheless ; that cooks are 
traitors and the World is very cruel; that 
Professor Clark is listened to with rapt atten- 
tion by Dr. Rainsford’s immense congregation 
in New York; that Dr, Rainsford’s name isn’t 
George but Willie; that the bird would give 
ten cents to see Sama in a sedan chair ; that 
sone autograph collector ought to buy the 
Queen’s Hotel register ; and that if Commander 
Concas comes home this way Maxwell Drew 
will have a duel on his hands. 
* 





























































































An interesting wedding took place on Wed- 
nesday in Queen street Methodist church, the 
bridegroom and bride being Mr. John Phillips 
of Detroit, Mich., formerly of Toronto, and 
Miss Alice Louise Richardson, third daughter 
of Mr. James Richardson of Toronto. The 
ceremony was conducted by Rev. George 
J. Bishop. The groomsman was an old 
Toronto Boy, Mr. James Hozack of Detroit, 
Mich., and the bridesmaid Miss E. Richard- 
son of Toronto. It was a most pleasing 
and happy event. That Mr. and Mrs, 
Phillips are popular was very evident by the 
numerous and elegant presents from their 
many friends and by the crowded church which 
greeted this pleasant epoch of theirlives. They 
left for the American side by a late train, and 
after a short trip to places of interest will set- 


tle in their home in Detroit. 
* 


Mr. Will S. Ziller has gone to the World’s 
Fair for two weeks’ holidays. 
7 


Mrs. E. B. Cotterel, Dr. Wm. Watson Ayres, 
of Washington, D. C., Mr. Harry Gooderham, 
Miss Dora Gooderham, Miss Dall Gooderham, 
Mr. Cleve Hall, Mr. Chas. Hall, Dr. and Mrs, 
Ball, Mr. H. R, O'Reilly, Mr. M. R. O'Reilly, of 
Toronto, Mrs. W. O'Connor and family, Mrs. 
Gannon and family, of Dallas, Texas, Mr. F. 
Hammond of Lancaster, Texas, and Rev. Mr. 
and Mra. J. G. Lewis of Trenton are at the 


Summit House, Port Cockburn, Muskoka. 
* 


Rav. H. B. Brashier of Inisfail, Alta., N. W. 
T., will take the services at St. Mark's church 
during the rector’s absence on a little holiday 


trip. . 

Mr. IT. A. Gale and Miss Gale, Mr. M. H. 
Irish, Mr, and Mrs, I. R. Higgins, Col. and Mrs, 
Palmer, Mr. and Mrs. Downell, Mr. G. H. and 
Mrs. Eastor, Mrs. Samuel May and Miss May, 
Miss McArthur and Miss C, McArthur, Miss 
Croft and Miss M. M. Croft, Messrs. A. Crow- 
thers, T. A. Armstrong, A, E. Armstrong, 
Owen A. Smily, and F, V. Lillie of Toronto, Mr. 
and Mrs. J. W. Foster of Leeds, England, Mr. 
and Mra. J. T. Foster, and Mr. J. Priest of 
Manchester, Eaogland, Mr. W. L. Carr of Dar- 
ham, England, Rev. Hartley and Mrs, Car- 
michael of Richmond, Va., Mr. Wilfred Craig, 
Mrs. C. Craig and the Misses Craig of Rochester, 
N. Y., Mrs. and Master Read, Mr. J. T. and 
Mrs. Glassco, Mr. and Mrs, O. Kemp, Mr. and 
Mrs. C. J. Perrin of Hamilton, are at the Pros- 
pect House, Port Sandfield. Everything here 
indicates a most successful season and the 
annual regatta promises to eclipse all former 
events of a similar nature. 


Mr. and Mrs. Bowers have returned from 
their wedding trip. Mrs. Bowers will receive 
at 116 Brunswick avenue on Thursday, July 20, 


during the afternoon and evening. 
o 


The Duke and Duchess of Beaufort]',are 


recent arrivals at the Queen’s, 


Mr. and Mrs, John S. Boyd of Tacoma avenue, 
who have been visiting relatives in England 
for the past two months, returned home on 
Tuesday. - 


The annual Flower Show will be held in the 
Pavilion on Wednesday and Thursday next. 
The Q. O. R. band will furnish music and a 
fashionable attendance will grace this always 
delightful event. The honorary patrons are 
the Lieut.-Governor and Mrs, Kirkpatrick, 
Hon. John and Mrs, Dryden, the Mayor and 
Mrs. Fleming, Hon. G. W. and Mrs, Allan.j 


* 

An impromptu musicale was held at Mrs. 
W. D. Lamont’s on Wednesday evening. Miss 
Emily Lamont of the Jarvis street Baptist 
church choir sang very sweetly. 





Open to Misconstruction. 


Slabbs (che marble cutter)—Have you selected 
the epitaph, Mrs. Ketchum ? 

Mrs. Ketchum (relict of the Hon. Sharp 
Ketchum) —- Would not “Here lies a lawyer and 
an honest man,” tell the whole story, Mr. 
Slabbs? 

Slabbs—Not clearly enough, I am afraid. 
Strangers would be apt to imagine that there 
were two men buried in one grave. 


Mr. and Mrs. Brown and family, of Melbourne 
avenue, are summering at their pretty resort at 


Rosseau. 


Mr. and Mrs. W. A. Holton, Miss Servos of 
Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs. F. J. Holton of San 
Francisco, Mr. and Mrs. J. H. Wright of St. 
Louis, General aod Mrs. Haultain of Peter- 
borough, Mr. and Mrs. Frank Cockshutt of 
Brantford, Mr. W. Carr of England, Mr. and 
Mrs. John Gardner, Mrs. M. L. Harrington 
Snith, Miss Wright, Miss EK. Wright, Master 
R. Wright, Miss L, Beatty, Mr. E. R. Adam, 
Mr. F. Smily, Mr. and Mrs. G. F. Warwick, 
Mr. L. Bolster, Mr. L. Boyd, Mr. G. C. Hewson, 
Mr. W. A. Smith, and Mr. Joseph Hughes of 
Toronto are at Maplehurst Hotel, Muskoka. 





LATEST NOVELS 


JOHN P. MeKENNA'S 


Barbara Dering 


By AMELIA RIVES 








Paper 5c. 


Two Loyal Lovers 


By ELIZABETH WINTHROP JOHNSON 


The Misses Hesketh of Parkdale gave a little 


i tu evening last Monday. 
impromp £ : iecttes 


Hunting Girl 


By MRS. E. KENNARD 


Miss McMartin of Morrisburg is visiting Mr. 
and Mrs. W. T. Merrick of 220 Robert street. 


7 
Mrs. Barnett and family of Pembroke street 
have gone to their summer cottage at Port 
Carling, where they intend remaining until 
the autumn, 


Paper 500. 


Fate of Fenella 


By 24 POPULAR AUTHORS 


80 YONGE STREET 


NEAR COR. KING 


Pablisher, Bookseller and Newsdealer 
Telephone 1317 


. 

Mrs. F.Cockburn Clemow of Ottawa is spend- 
ing the summer with her father, Mr. J. C. 
Fitch of Atherly, Jarvis street. She is ac- 
companied by the Misses Clemow and Master 


Clemow. 
7 


Mr. Wm. Wedd, jr., and Mr. M. de S, Wedd 
returned this week from a trip to England. 
oe 





HORTICULTRAL GARDENS 











TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. It 











In a Temperance Town. 


Stage Manager—I don’t see how you are 
going to play your Ten Nights in a Bar-room 






ECONOFIY 







--- Footwear 


in our theater ; we have no bar-room scene, 
Company Manager—That’s all right. Set up DURABILITY 
your calcium apparatus as a soda fountain, put APPEARANCE 







a directory on a little table, get a few colored 
glass bottles and we'll play it in a drug store. 










Of the highest grade of manufacture for Men, Women and Children. 
Quality sustained under all circumstances. 
Prices within the reach of every customer. Bargain sale ev ery Monday 










Mail orders filled . . 
Open Saturday Night 


oe MIcPHERSON edie Mixihi 










~ DIAMONDS 


‘\ Intending Purchasers of these Beautiful Gems should 
not miss the opportunity now being offered at 


KENT BROS’. CLEARANCE SALE 


| Rings, Earrings, Brooches, Bar Pins, Lace 

| Pins, Scarf Pins, Studs, Crescents, Stars, Etc., 

Etc, Selling at a Reduction of 26 to 60 per 
cent., as we are retiring from business. 

) EVERYTHING MUST BE SOLD REGARDLESS OF COST 
ly Manufacturers and Importers 

KENT BROS, 168 Yonge Street - - Toronto 


N.B.—Store closes at 1 p.m. Saturdays during Jaly and August 


™ OXFORD 


GAS RANGES 


The latest production of the great SCHNEIDER & 
TRINKAMP Co. of Cleveland, Ohio, the largest and 
most successful manufacturers in the world of Gas 
Stoves and Ranges. 


See This Range Before Spend- 
ing Your Money 


It is the only Perrect WATER HEATER known, 
Will heat water faster than acoal range. All burners 
are operated with steel needie valves, which produce 
sharp blue flames, 

The body is made of heavy cold rolled sheet steel, 
asbestos lined. 

The front and top are beautifully carved heavy, 
smooth castings, with nickel plate medallion and tile 
panels, 

Send for price list and get our record of Water 
Heater. 

















WEBSTER’S 
INTERNATIONAL 
DICTIONARY 


Successor of the 
a “Unabridged.” 
®| Ten years spent in 
‘| revising, 100 editors 
jemploved, more than 
3300,000 expended. | 


A Grand Educator | 
Abreast of the Times 
*| A Library in Itself | 


Invaluable in the 


Z household, and to the MANUFACTURED BY 
teacher, professional T 
man, self-educator. h G F d C 
Ask your Bookseller to show it to you. e€ urn ey oun ry 0. 
Published by TORONTO 


G.& C.MERRIAM CO.,Sprincrrecp,Mass.,U.8.A 
Send for free prospect yntaining specimen 
pages, illustrations, testimonia ‘ 
Garr Do not buy reprints of ancient editions 








Says so? 


Every one who knows anything about it will tell you that 
at the Institute of Dermatology, 31 Avenue 8t., 
Toronto, all the preparations sold are the very finest and 
best. The advice is honest and reliable, the treatments 
are excellent, and the people who treat you are all thor- 
oughly skilful specialists. 

You can be cured permanently of 


The worst skin diseases 
Rheumatism and wasting diseases 
Superabundant fat 

Superfinous Hair, Moles, Warts, etc. 


Freckles, Wrinkles, Scars and other facial 
blemishes 


Stooping Shoulders or Deficient Bust 
Cerns, Bunions and other Feot troubles, etc. 


Face Steaming and Massage when useful. Mrs. Gervaise 
Graham's new invention, the celebrated Hydro-Vacu, in 
use, very superior to steaming in many cases. Manicur- 
ing, eto. 


Remember the addrese— 


THE GERVAISE GRAHAM 


Institute of Dermatology and Physical Culture 


31 AVENUE STREET 
College street cara stop at the door. Send for circular. 
MISSES MOOTE 4 HIGH, Proprictors 


Physicians are invited t> investigate our German Mae- 
sage Baths 


UPPER CANADA COLLEGE 


(Fourded 1829 ) 


The Autumn Term Will Begin Sept. 5 





THE BELL ORGAN 


Canada's Largest and Leading Establishment 


AND PIANO CO., Ltd. 


TORONTO WAREROOMS = = . 70 KING STREET WEST 











THE WONDERFUL CHRISTY KNIVES 


 - tre & o 
Bread 





Cake Fruit 


Steff consists «f thirteen masters The curriculum in- 

















Mrs. M. McFarlane has returned from Cin- clud 7 3 
. . . . es a Olassical, a Science, a Business and a Musical WITHOUT wiTHouT WITH 
cinnati, where she has been visiting for the FLOWER SHOW course. Twenty-five acres of playground for cricket, ftoot- C b ‘B k W fi P + 
past two months. Mrs. McFarlane leaves for W j j & Th d ] ; 19 & 90 oo wate ——— quarter-mile track, ru mM S rea S a er aril ngs 
Orchard Baach, Me., next week. eanesda ursda u > to— 
. y y y oi Mae nes Upper Canada College Wanted A LIVE Benesarnen sreevenee oe oie them. A 0 of Three ie finished 
; > » > i IFEN’S IN } 2AC IVENING | . . > c AGENT Nickel-pla' SAI E KI 2S, Express paid, on receipt of One Dollar. 
Miss Norma Reynolds leaves for the seaside | QUEEN’S OWN BAND EACH EVENING | Deer Park, Toronto. | in EVERY TOWN. These write THR CHRISTY KNIFE CO.. 2° Wetlimatom st. mast 
next week. o ~—— Knives are Money Coiners us. ”» TORONTO 
Senator Gowan of Barrie was in the city a : SSS $—————L—SS 
Be HYGEIA WATERS 
Miss Aylesworth of Parkdale gave a pleasant yOIN \ 77 ° Carpets 
little evening on Friday of last week for a few J [* (UJI - Curtains FOSTER 
friends. ™ oe ares . Portieres C + AND 
The Presbyterian church a¢ Dandalk was "cy |) | * Drapings PENDER To My Patrons and the Pub- 
filled with interested friends on Wednesday (are - Rugs BEST BEVERAGES a 
evening, July 5th, to witness the marriage of ce ugs | lic generally : 
Ds. Roseborough, of Rapid River, Michigan, Wy pro Tell TW are * Linoleums Z 
and Miss Annie Kanon, daughter of Mr. . 1 {I Ie I SS) tt IL WX S) . Fixtures, &c. Having just received a large consignment 
. The bride’s gown was o Pa i Fs > 
Banos, of Dantes “teh bouquet of roses. The ‘' Beverages” were a side line last year. This year | of light summer goods for the coming wan 
cream silk, and she carried a q . I will make ttem aspecialty. Better premises give better 
Miss Edyth Banon was ——— and —_ facilities. es weather suitable for Tennis and Boating, 
Zidia Rundle acted as maid of honor. e ni . 4 P “ Ma. W. T. ATKINSON, an English chemist of many ms 
best man was Mr. W. anne Ba ANY ot the choicest things for beauti- wo aaa would ask your inspection, as they are un 
ae - - ee a fying the homes, which will be in | 0} Mochinery oat yuan al seeseaepand in chonge of doubtedly the finest assortment of these goods 
p rformed the duties . 3 2 ; z | $3 LINDSAY, . 
ceremony, which was ee rr oo _ vogue this fall, are placed on exhi- . desire is to give the purchasing pablio the very bese ever imported to this country. An early call 
i was held at the residence +o: . f i . Towards this end all te i. 
Harrison, e reception wee bition in our showrooms as ‘fast as they | Sete will be directed. ade: ome HO NY will give you first choice 


of the bride’s parents, and at nine o'clock Dr. 
and Mrs, Roseborough left for a wedding tour 
up the lakes. The village brass band played a 
farewell to the young coup'e as the train left 
the station, and almost everyone in the village 
came to wish them God-speed, Mrs, Rose 
borough being a great favorite in Dundalk. 
- 


Mr. and Mrs. Seymour Corley have returned 
from their wedding trip, aud will be At Home 
to their friends at 72 I-abella street on the 
firat Monday and Tuesday in September. 

oO 


Mr, Charles Wood of Oaklands, San Fran- 
cisco, California, a successful young Canadian 
who has made his mark in a business way on 
the Pacific Coast, visited Toronto during the 
early part of the week and was the guest of 
Sheriff Widdifleld of St. George street. 

. 





Many bright and happy faces greeted Master 
Garnet Genereux on Saturday afternoon, July 8, 


NEW CARPET HOUSE 


arrive through the Customs House.  Visi- 
tors from out of town find the new 
designs in our Carpets and Curtains far 


will 


ahead, in style, of anything that is to be 
seen anywhere else. Summer is our show 
season, and we would be glad to have you 


see our displays. 


TORONTO'S = 
Foster & Pender 
14 & 16 Kine Str. East = 





Respectfully, 
J. J. McLAUGHLIN 


| 

| 

| 

Mannfaoturing Chemist 

163 and 155 Sherbourne St. | 

"Phone 2025 TORONTO | 


BELVIDERE HOTEL| 


PARRY SOUND | 


This eummer resort is 


NOW OPEN TO RECEIVE GUESTS 


The scenery is unusually picturerque and the air pure. 

Excellent opportunities for Boating, Bathing, Fishing, 
&o. Terms moderate. The ute fy Steamer Manitou from 
Penetanguishene and Midland is one of the most beautiful j 


in the Province. 
PARRY SOUND HOTEL CO. 


Henry A. Taylor 


-HOUSE FOR SALE 
That Macmificent New Residence, No. 170 Isa- 
bella Street, N. W. cer. Sherbourne 


The very beet investment you can make in this world is 
to secure and provide a perfect home for yourself and 
family, even if some eoonony is made in other matters; 
thie is a pretty bold statement, but will stand the test of 
close reasoning. This perfect home is here for you ata 
tair price and on liberal terms. You won't fied a hand- 
somer, cheaper, better built, or more complete residence in 
this big and growing lie. Think of it carefully, ex- 
amine and inspect {t, and, if favorably impressed, there is 
a fair chance we hed “a naeeny hn t and 
satisfactory agreement. ly . 

7 1 Toronto Street, oor. King. 
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A Prompt Response. 


“Cheap rates” is the cry of all holiday- 
makers and to their appeal the Canadian 
Pacific Railway have responded promptly. As 
Chicago will be the objective point of thou- 
sands of tourists this year, the com- 
pany announce a specially cheap excur- 
sion leaving Toronto and all points west on 
July 21 and 22. The trains for this excursion 
traffic will consist of solid vestibuled palace 
sleeping cars, dining cars, drawing-room 
coaches, and second-class sleeping cars (an 
innovation in Canadian railway travel and a 
pronounced success). 

Through trains will leave the north side of 
the Union Station at 7.20 a.m. and 7.20 p.m, on 
the above dates, and as this is the first occasion 
during the Fair of so cheap a rate a large 
number may be expected to take advantage of 
it; therefore it is advisable to secure berths 
early, which may be done by telephoning 
149, communicating by letter or in person 
at 1 King street east. The tickets bought 
for this excursion will be available for 
return any time until and on July 31. It may 
be added that the Canadian Pacific Railway 
claim their tourist cars or second-class sleepers 
far surpass anything of the kind running on 
rival lines, and their claim has never been dis- 
puted. They must not, however, be con- 
founded with their palatial sleeping cars, which 
stand unrivaled in railway equipment. 


Beautiful Summer Resort. 


Attention is called to the advertisement of 
the Belvidere Hotel, Parry Sound, one of the 
largest and most beautifully situated in Ca- 
nada. Those thinking of spending a portion of 
their summer out of the city would do well to 
address the proprietors. 


———$__. e—_____— 


Goderich. 


The last month was especially memorable in 
Goderich by the number of weddings which 
were solemnized. 

June 1 saw Miss Bessie McClure, formerly of 
Hamilton, united in marriage to Mr. John Mc- 
Laren of Hamilton, the bridesmaid being Miss 
Mills of London, and the groomsman Mr. Fred 
Smye of Hamilton. 

On Wednesday, June 14, Miss Lily Blair 
was married to Mr. Jas, Aitkins of Fonthill. 

Wednesday, June 21, saw the nuptials of 
Miss Lizzie Dickson, eldest daughter of the 
late Arch, Dickson, postmaster, and grand- 
daughter of Registrar Dickson, ex-M.P., and 
Mr. Adam Kay, of the postoffice department, 
Stratford. The ceremony took place at the 
residence of the bride, in the presence of about 
seventy-five guests, and was performed by 
Rev. Dr. Ure, assisted by Rev. J. A. Anderson, 
the beautiful residence being profusely 
decorated for the occasion. The maid of honor 


was little Miss Gracie Dickson, sister of the | 


bride, and the groom was assisted by his 
nephew, Mr. Leslie Kerr. After luncheon the 
happy couple left on a trip to Detroit and other 
cities, followed by the congratulations of their 
hosts of friends, 

The wedding which has caused perhaps the 
greatest flutter in Goderich was the Hamilton- 
Horton nuptials, which took place in St, 
George’s church on Wednesday, June 28, when 
Mr. Cayley Hamilton, step-son of Dr. Shannon, 
of this town, and barrister of Regina, N.W.T 
claimed as his bride Miss Florence Caroline 
Horton, daughter of Horace Horton, ex-Mayor 
and ex-M. P. P. of this town. The ceremony 
was performed by Rev. Mr. Turnbull, rector of 
St. George’s, and the choir assisted ably. The 
fair bride wore an elegant costume of white 
corded silk, en frain, and the bridesmaids were 
her sister, Miss Edyth Horton, and Miss Marion 
Hamilton, 
picture hats of Leghorn and roses. The five 
little maids of honor, Misses May Williams, 
Dot Horton, Conna Holt, Reynolds and 
Nelli looked 
dresses of white mull. The groom was assisted 
by Mr. E, Dickinson of Wingham, ana the im 
rowd 


Clare 
e Garrow, 


which witnessed the 
pronounced of the prettiest 
here. After the ceremony the guests adjourn 

> Mr. H home and partook 
of an elegant and viewed the 
were numer beautiful. 
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before proceeding to their home 
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it one ever seen 
orton’s beautiful 
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He Wouldn't Be There. 


They are going to have a big time 
to-night—a fourth-of July celebra 


Witherby 
at the club 
tion. 

Mrs. Witherby—I know what 
I hope you are not going, my dear, 

Witherbs —Of course not. I've got to attend 
a lodge meeting. 


that means, 


| NEWMAN—Jaly 


who wore white China silk with | 


charming in Empire | 





wedding | 


| THOMPSON 


| LEWIS— 
| GEE 


| VIVIAN 


| ALEXANDER—July 1, Annie Alexander, age 


| MARTIN—July &, Mary Martin, aged 76 


| PIKE 


|} LANSON 


‘HEINTZMAN 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


WHEN 
THE MERCURY IS 
UP AT THE 


POINTS 
Men’s minds turn to cool, careless, 
clothing, and this house makes a feature 
of fine suits to order in all summer 


materials. 





Summer Flannel Suits 

Halifax Tweed Suits 

Cricket Flannel Suits 

Summer Worsted Suits 

Summer Serge Suits, navy and black 
Summer Vests 

Cashmere Vests 





cin 





and finely assorted range of fine sum- 


48 hours mer underwear 


or in 
10 hours 
if required 


R. WALKER & SONS 


KING STREET EAST 


Crinkled 
Tissue 
Paper 


Every shade now in stock. 
Call and see the variety. 


GENT’S FINE GRADE 


SUMMER 
FOOTWEAR 


33-43 
STAMMERING trevece 


@OL, Toronto, Canada. No advance fee or de- 
Grade perfected. Cure guaranteed. 


TOILET SETS 


Some of the new shapes and 
all new dex of which 
have the exclusive sale. 


coals 





orations, 


we 


TABLE GLASSWARE 
Ice Cream Sets 
Berry Sets 
Lemonade Sets 


D Novelties for We Wedding Gifts 


JUNOR & IRVING 


Telephone 2177 
109 King Street West = = 


JAS. BAIN & SON 
53 King Street East 


Toronto 


THE 


ANADIAN 
PACIFIC Ky. 


“SUMMER TOURS” 


MAY BE HAD 


FREE 


On Application to any Agent of the Com- 
pany or at 


Toronto 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb. 
Births. 
GIBSON—July 9, Mre. Alfred Gibson—a daughter. 
COLLETT—July 9, Mre. H. J. Collett—a daughter. 
WILLIAMS— July 5, Mre. W. H. Williame—a daughter. 
MEREDITH—July 6, Mrs. E A. J. Meredith—a daughter. 
JOEL—July 6, Mre. Willis Joel—a son. 
FAWCETT—July 2, Mrs. John Fawcett—a daughter. 
ARMSTRONG—July 6, Mre. James Armstrong—a son. 
FITCH—July 7, Mrs Charles A. Fitch—a son. 
ALEX ANDER—July 10, Mra. Alexander—a son. 
BEASLEY—July 6, Mrs. W. Beasley—a eon. 
CROSSIN—July 9, Mrs. Albert L. Crosein—a son. 
CAMERON—July 8, Mrs. Peter Cameron—a daughter. 
HAYES—July 5, Mrs. Louis M. Hayes—a son. 
PLASKETT—July 5, Mre. J. 8S. Plaskett—a son. 
HALLIFAX—July 2, Mre. R. A. P. Hallifax—a son. 
DAVISON—July , Mre John M. Davison—a son. 
McCARTER—June 2 9, Mre. J. B. McOarter—a son. 
, Mrs. G. A. Newman—a daughter. 


TORONTO TICKET OFFICE 


BULA aA E 


COR.YONGE STREET. 


ALASK 


ern Pacific on re 27. 


Marriages. 


SPROUL—M: DONNELL—At the residence of the bride’s 
mother, No. 21( Huron street, on Tuesday evening, 
July 11, by Rev. W. G Wallace, J. T. Sproul of Barrie, 
barrister, to Sarah C., eldest daughter of the late A. C. 
McConnell cf West Gwillimbury. 

PUTLAND—HUSTON—July 11, Willlam A. Putland to 
Minnie Huston 

READ—DOUGLAS— June 27, Rev. Geo. E. Read to Florence 
Douglas 

HONNUTH—SPARLING—July 5, Wm. T. 

Florilla © Sparling 

BAIN—BROOMHALL—July 6, Thomas Bain to Elsie A. 
Broomhall 

BROOKS—ANDERSON 
C. Anderson. 

COOMBS 
Maud Coombs 

LsVESCONTE—ROSS 
H. Ross 

HOWARD 
Caldwell 

CUNNINGHAM—THOMPSON—June 2, W. C 
ham to Nellie Thompron 

CAMPBELL—July 6, 
A. Campbell 

PRENDERGAS8T—KILLORAN—July 11, 
to Maggie Killoran 

FIT ZGERALD—MASKELL 

Catherine Maskell 

SHORT—July 


—The Ss. Islander leaves Vanzou- 
ver for the Fiords in the Necrth- 


The CHAS. ROGERS. & SONS 00, Ltd 


JUST PUT INTO STOCK 
NEW DESIGNS IN 


Bedroom Suits, Dining-Room 
and Drawing-Room 


FURNITURE 


AND FANCY (HAIRS AND TABLES 


AT VERY LOW PRICES 
O7 Yongs St. 
CARPET CLEANING 


Done by the HYGIENIC Carpet- 
Cleaning Machine. 


Honputh to 


June 2s, J. 8. Brooks to Adelaide 


July 5, Herbert Thomson to Alice 


July 11, Robt. C. LeVesconte to M. 


CALDWELL—July 5, E. S. Howard to Lelia R. 


Cunning 


Rev. J. G. Lewis to rd 


Wm ras 


June 26, M. Fitzgerald to 


, Dr. J. J. Gee to Hattie A. Short. 


Deaths. 


GORDON—July 5, Elepeth Georgina Gordon 

HALLIGAN—July 4, Owen Halligan, aged ¢7. 

July 5, Maria Vivian 

HUMPHRIES—July 2, El'zabeth Humphries, ames 6 
ed 2 


McLAUGHLIN—July 3, Michael McLaughlin, 4o8 : 
EN ORESS—July 12, Oharles P Endress, aged 5 4 


HETHER!INGTON—July 7, Thos. Hetherington, aged 85 


WOOLLATT—Jauly 9 George H. Woollatt, aged 4 We also clean Carpets Without REMOV.- 
NORTON—Joly +, George Yolland Norton, aged 3¢ 


STEET—Jaly 3 James Steet, aged 74 ING from the floor if necessary. 


OILUM AN. Sig 3 yA “Gillman aged 40). | SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 
| ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 


J. & J. L. O'MALLEY 


MILLS— June 29. Thomas Mille, aged 79 
FURNITURE WAREROOMS 


July ’, Martha Gale Lansor, aged 55 
Telephene 1057 160 Queen St. West 


INSIST UPON A aA 
PIANO 


When you are ready to purchase a Piano for a lifetime, 
not the makeshift inetruments for a few years’ use, but the 
Piano whose sterling qualities will leave absolutely nothing 
to be desired, them insist upon having a 


HEINTZMAN & CO PIANO 


Its pure singing tone is not an artifical quality soon to 
wear away, leaving harshness in place of brilliancy, dul- 
nees in place of sweetness, but an inherent right of the 
Heinteman. Forty-five years of patient endeavor upon 
thie point, non-deterioration with age, has made the Heintz- 
man what is isthe acknewledged standard of 
durabitity. 


General Steamship and Teurist Agency. 


Different Canadian and New York Trans-Atlantic Lines, 
Local, European and Foreign travel. Personally conducted 
on independent tours as passengers may elect. 


72 Yonge Street, Toronto. 


CATALOGUES FREE ON APPLICATION 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


117 King Street West 


Lardine 


ARE THE 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND} RED STAR LINE Fr 


MACHINE 
OILS 


CHAMPION GOLD MEDAL 
McCOLL BROS. & CO., Oil Ma:utacture:s 


ar 15, 1893 


STERLING SOAP. 


Best 
and 
20es 
farthest. 


Manufactu red By 


WM. LOCAN, 


ST. JOHN, N, B, 


_— 
eel 


ALLIGATOR BAGS 


The most desirable pattern for Tourists to 


The World’s Fair, “Muskoka, Cacouna, Banff, &c. 


And the Continent of Europe. A large variety always in stock at 


H. E. CLARKE & CO.’S, 105 King St. West 


TRAVELLING 


OR 


BEST IN THE WORLD 


Our assortment of RUGS is now complete, and prices range from 


$2.75 to $25.00. 


IS UNEQUALLED 


See that the End of the Spool Reads 


( 


ssets ikith COMME Mies weed and the Old Reliable and Popular 


CUNARD 


8. 8. LINE, 


Beigian Reyal and 


U. S. Mail Steamers 


days. Highest-class steamers with palatial equipment 
Exeursion tickets valid to return by Red Star Line from 


Antwerp, or American Line from London, Southampton or BU ROPE 


> for “Fi f lers.” 
Moves. Ach for nets for Seavelese. Agent aleo for Allan, State, Dominion, Beaver, - B 


BARLOW CUM BERLAND, Agent | weak burg, Netherlands, Wi'son and French Lines. ons 
72 VWonge Street, Torento . A. F. WEBSTER King wo Tones, ‘ 


McCOLL? 


and Cylinder Oils 


CANADA 
TORONTO 


OILS OF 





